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All these excellent-value videos at £45 each, direct from: 


1 
gic GIRLS DO CR BROADWAY PUBLISHING WHAT BorTo 
15, Wastdale Road MS 
fim of the Book, 20 Forest Hill, London SE23 ARE FOR 
The ely not t e misse m SAT Two pretty blond 
defin! fa “frien LLY'S FIRST LESSON girls le school 
Left inthe i Ino knows HALF-TERM weekends away for a 
fam O° le; 
Hed the gitl’S pats PUNISHMENTS Ane a lesson not to be mee bottoms a feast 
Suzie is © é Orgotten! For a fi OF sittin, Rares 
: ne ed cajoled aaa In six months this ales Sally and her tHE en tbe maid ethan et 
al d into ta! hour-long video as unhappy i emporary h irnew 
finally trapPe for the ther span- Pupil’ are put knic ome has fe, 
her knicker Soa that putas Soa ehanttal erough a vigorous bout ees taken down fara 
kind of ps appro ate “ent for between- in thei pokey discipline soon Serene almost as 
* "thin ‘ri girls Si aur ir school uniforms — ey arri 
uncle ‘ah-spirited 4 e at a M ms in tive. Span 
riate for 2 nigh ee school discipline ate well, half in them ~ and early Canings, after 
irl of her sae Y particu- fonely ous: eanked anid one Patticularly entertai- fakes ne dips 
try. Tears, ing shot of almost =n & 
of course, ANC oss i d 4 4 ost 20 re a 0 
larly painful canna amas peer Sa aItatCn faintest in length follows fee both girls to baa 
s' » ally’s final cani we e 
er bed in her pet area ts ning, bare- de. a 
sab “uncle painful, are their lotreserye nie bottomed over her desk, Gace Promises to is 
idea; not 4! infinitely ght = ue ptured by om the first stinging they 4 ~ promises 
erhaps, yA full bathroom — cap stroke to the last genuine. re obliged to ke, 
Pp sing! the Blushes video crew. ly tearful squeal. ¥ the way! ep, 








THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but alsoa top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 
MEN ONLY and CLUBINTERNATIONAL, aschoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a Patel 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should “audition”. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very “upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 
To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 
so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 
hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


Cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 


“BROADWAY PUBLISHING”. 
Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is 


required. 





£45 


BROADWAY PUBLISHING 
15, WASTDALE ROAD 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 


Back numbers still available: 
Cheques and postal orders to “BROADWAY PUBLISHING” 


BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
with 16 pagi 
colour and de 
stories of sch 
and boarding school 
punishments 


£8 


USHES 
QUPPLEMENT Mecca 


THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation! 


£4.00 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle” 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 






anings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


£6 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor’s way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES EIGHT 


Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl, 


and Girls 
in Detention. 


BLUSHES SEVEN 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


£6 


BLUSHES THREE 


Domestic discipline, 
and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 
ladies. 


£6 


BLUSHES. 
SUPPLEMENT 
TWO 


Institutional 
“Whipping Horse” 
punishment 


Spankings and 
canings at home 
and at school. 
£4 


BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 
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the Head’s frustration and anger. 

“Stay in there, Marjorie!” Mrs 
Walker repeated to the gasping, goose- 
pimpled girl. ‘The Headmaster says 
you are to have a cold shower every 
morning from now on.’ 

At last the icy blast was turned off. 
and Marjorie was allowed to stumble 
out. Mrs Walker was ready with a large 
towel with which she enveloped the 
shivering girl. ‘Ooohhh! Aaaoowww! 
Aaaeehh!’ Bunter-like sounds were still 
gasping out from between chattering 
teeth, 

Mrs Walker briskly rubbed the trim 
form, now blue with cold. “If you ask 
me, Marjorie, you must have annoyed 
Mr Collingwood and he has therefore 
decided to smarten you up. Do you 
think that’s possible?” 

Marjorie did think it possible. She 
could recall, all too vividly, struggling 
with the Head on her bed last night. For 
some reason she had not felt like co- 
operating. The day’s events had left her 
tired and edgy and it had been the last 
straw to find that Mr Collingwood did 
after all want what Mrs Walker had 
hinted at. He had tried to pry open 
Marjorie’s legs but she had refused and 
in the struggle an overexcited and 
trouserless Headmaster has spurted 
abruptly and prematurely out before 
getting anywhere near his intended 
target. 

Mr Collingwood had become very 
angry then. He had got off the bed, his 
shirt-tails no longer tenting out in their 
previous impressive manner, and had 
repeated what he had said earlier in the 
day about Marjorie’s typing. He had 
now definitely decided that a dose of 
the cane was the way to improve those 
skills. 

Marjorie guessed that her poor 
typing would not have been so impor- 
tant if the Headmaster had got what he 
had come for but she just hadn’t fe/t like 
it. So she had been thinking fearfully of 
the cane - but being thrown in an icy 
shower by Mrs Walker had come 
completely out of the blue. 

Irene Walker’s busy rubbing had 
now restored some circulation and 
Marjorie was glowing pinkly. “A girl’s 
got to be nice to her boss,” observed the 
older woman. “That’s all part of the 
job.” 

Marjorie rolled her eyes. 

“Have you got a boyfriend, dear?” 
inquired Mrs Walker, briskly rubbing 
between Marjorie’s legs. 

Gasping, Marjorie nodded. “And do 
you? You know...?” 

Marjorie shook her head. Irene 
Walker made a face. “But you’re not a 
virgin, are you, dear?” 

Marjorie shook her head again, then 
gave a sharp squeal. The towel had 
come away from'between her legs but 











Mrs Walker’s hand was still there. 
Unbelievably a finger had slid up into 
her. 

“Just checking, dear.” The finger 
slid in and out a couple of times. “Yes, 
well, I don’t see that you should have 
any physical problem, Marjorie. Every- 
thing seems all right. Just be a nice 
sensible girl and lie back and think of 
England - or something.” 

Mrs Walker removed her finger, 
then gave Marjorie’s bare bottom a 
sharp dismissive slap. She exited from 
the bathroom wrapped in the towel and 
carrying her pyjamas and not quite sure 
which end was up. What an absolutely 
devastating start to the day. 

Marjorie was in her little office at 
8.30 right on time but fervently wishing 
she was back home with her mum. Was 
she going to get the cane or had that 
truly awful cold shower been instead? 
There was also that other matter: what 
Mr Collingwood wanted from her. 
What he wanted to do to her. It 
sounded as if it might be cold showers 
every morning until she did agree. She 
went to sit shivering at her desk, 
praying desperately that her employer 
might be suddenly taken ill. A major 
heart attack would do nicely. 

At that point his head appeared 
round the door. He was clearly in the 
pink of health. “/n here, Marjorie. If you 
please.” 








She entered his room and Mr 
Collingwood locked the door behind 
her. Marjorie fought desperately to 
banish the vision of last night. The 
Headmaster without his trousers on. 
His rampant manhood... suddenly 
jerking... spurting... It had made a nasty 
sticky mess but Mr Collingwood had 
simply ignored that. 

Clearly he was not put off by any 
such memories as he fixed Marjorie 
with a steely eye. “The cane, Miss. I 
think that was what we decided you 
needed.” 
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neath were lace-edge white knickers 
plus a matching suspender belt. 

“And now the knickers.” The Head 
gave the ravishing sight a hard hot look 
before beginning to clear his desk. The 
knickers came reluctantly down. 
“That’s it, my girl. Now come on!” 
Unseeing almost, Marjorie stepped 
over to lie herself over his knees. 

“Oh, no!” Mr Collingwood’s eyes 
took in the curving moons of Marjorie’s 
bare bottom, now proffered towards 
him. “Not like that. I want you up on my 
lap. 

Marjorie lifted her head from the 
desk, barely able to comprehend the 
horror of what he was saying. “Yes 
Miss! Come on!” Mr Collingwood was 
suddenly close, with one hand taking 
hold of Marjorie’s arm and the other 
palming a pale buttock, resilient and 
yielding like a firm blancmange. 
Marjorie was hoisted up. In the process 
his bottom-holding hand somehow got 
nicely in between her thighs. Marjorie 
was made to raise her legs, and grip the 
backs of slender nylon-clad knees. 

Surely this must be a nightmare and 
in a moment with any luck she would 
wake up? 

CRACK! “Aaaaooowwwwhhh!” 

Oh Jesus Christ! It clearly was not a 
nightmare, or at least not the kind you 
dream and then wake up from. This was 
a real live nightmare. Marjorie’s bare 
bum, upraised and stretched drum- 
tight by her undignified and indeed 
indecent position, had been struck a 
sizzling, slashing, mortifying real live 
cut with the cane. 

CRACK! “Aaaaooowwwwhhh!” 

A second shot caused her to abrupt- 
ly let go of her legs which jerked 
forward and down to flail wildly. But 
the Head immediately gathered up the 
flailing limbs and bent them back up 
over Marjorie’s head, ordering “Hold 
them tight!” The cane cracked down 
again... and again. The Bunter-like 
howls continued - evidence, if nothing 
else, of the healthy state of Marjorie’s 
lungs. 

“Eight,” Mr Collingwood told her 
when she was at last down off the desk 
and standing, or attempting to, on 
rubbery legs. “Eight is a nice number, 
eh Marjorie? Not too little and not too 
much. I’ll give you the same again this 
afternoon and we’ll continue it every 
day until you show some improvement. 
Now would you like some cream on it?” 

Marjorie shook her head, causing 
the descending tears to splatter hap- 
hazardly over her cheeks. 

Well, what could you do after that? 
That mind-zapping caning following 
the equally devasting cold shower. 
Could you possibly contemplate that 
every day? Or even once more, come to 
that? No, you could not. Sitting at her 
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desk on a painfully smarting bum 
Marjorie told herself that there was no 
way she could even take the promised 
second caning this afternoon. So where 
did that leave you? You could run off 
home but that did seem rather stupid. 
Apart from that you could only say yes 
to Mr Collingwood right away. 

He was not an unattractive man in 
fact, when he wasn’t spanking your bare 
bottom, that was. He was a lot more 
attractive than creepy Mr Aitken at the 
Top Girls Agency whom she had let do 
her. Marjorie didn’t really know why 
she had put up so much of a fight, 
except that it had come as a shock. 

There was another thing too. Those 
two awful boys who had said yesterday 
she was to come and have tea with them 
this afternoon. At break time they laug- 
hingly burst into Marjorie’s office and 
grabbed her. Still laughing they 
attempted to take off her knickers. 
They did not succeed and Marjorie had 
the satisfaction of sticking a sharp 
elbow firmly in the eye of Robert Neil. 
But she knew she was not really a 
match for the two of them and once she 
was in their room... 

Clearly she couldn’t fight those two 
and the Head. What she needed was Mr 
Collingwood on her side. And there was 
only one way to achieve that. Marjorie 
gritted her teeth. At 12 o’clock she went 
to the loo, had a brisk pee, powdered 
her nose and applied some fresh lips- 
tick. Steeling herself she went to knock 
at the Headmaster’s door. 

“Sir... L... | think I was feeling... you 
know... tired last night. And... you 
know... that was why I wasn’t very.... 
uh... friendly.” Although she had 
rehearsed it carefully her little speech 
came out in a very disjointed manner. 

Mr Collingwood’s eyes gleamed. It 
seemed that the medicine was having 
an immediate effect. 

“I... ’'m going to try ever so hard 
with my typing, Sir. And also... ’'m 
going to be very co-operative and... and 
you know, Sir.” 

Mr Collingwood stood up. His trou- 
sers were already tenting out at the 
front. He moved to put his arms round 
Marjorie in an avuncular manner. One 
hand slid down to take hold of her bum. 
“Excellent, young lady.” 

“Sir. The cane, Sir... And those cold 
showers...” 

The Headmaster, going to lock his 
door, assured Marjorie that those disci- 
plinary measures could undoubtedly 
be reconsidered. Mr Collingwood was 
evidently very excited. Would Marjorie 
please remove her skirt and knickers. 
The request was as earlier though now 
it was clearly for a different reason. 

“Sir, those two boys, Robert Neil 
and Richard Graythorpe. I don’t want 
to have to go to their room, Sir.” 


Mr Collingwood could understand 
that. High-spirited youths, they could 
be a bit rough with a sensitive girl. And 
besides he saw no reason to share his 
new secretary with them. Later on 
perhaps but not when she was so nice 
and new and. fresh. 

“Tl get Mrs Walker to have a 
word,” he advised. 

This time there were no hitches, no 
problems with going off at half cock as 
you might say or anything like that. It 
all went very smoothly, Mr Colling- 
wood employing the same position as 
that favoured by Mr Aitken of Top 
Girls and bending Marjorie face-down 
over his lap. There was just one 
worrying thing for that young lady. 
How many times could she do this 
before getting pregnant? She would 
just have to get on the Pill and right 
away, she told herself as Mr Colling- 
wood, thrusting away, emitted sounds 
of urgent pleasure. 

“Can Mrs Walker really deal with 
those awful boys?” queried Marjorie 
afterwards as she replaced her 
discarded garments. The Head, zipping 
up, assured her that she could. “Mrs 
Walker is a very capable lady.” 

It is 3 pm, the appointed hour for 
Marjorie’s visit to the two youths but 
Robert Neil at least is here in the comfy 
sitting room of Mrs Walker’s flat. That 
lady, attired in a flowery dressing gown, 
is pouring tea. 

“No, Robert. You’ve got to be a 
sensible boy and leave that poor young 
girl alone; and that goes for Richard 
too. At least for the moment. She’s 
rather nervous just now and the Head 
will be angry if she’s upset.” 

“That bugger just wants to screw the 
ass off her.” 

“There’s no need to be coarse, 
Robert. No need at all. That’s not the 
kind of talk if you want your Aunty 
Irene to be nice to you.” 

Irene Walker smiled sweetly at her 
youthful guest whose face bore a look 
of revolt. “I haven’t shown you what I 
bought up in London the other day, 
have I?” She stood up and opened the 
flowery gown. Underneath there was 
only a black lace-and-silk basque plus 
black nylons. Irene Walker was a large 
lady but for her 50 years she was in 
surprisingly good shape, firm and solid. 
If you liked the mature female form it 
was a very arousing sight: black lace 
and silk and nylon, abundant white 
flesh, a luxurious thick bush of black 
hair. 

Mrs Walker proceeded to take her 
gown right off and lie back on the sofa. 
Generously she opened wide her full 
thighs. Robert, goggling, rapidly 
removed his trousers. For the moment 
at least any thoughts of bothering 
young Marjorie had been obliterated 
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Penfold decides to 
demonstrate his personal, home-spun. 
methods for producing the highest 
Academic results. 


Ex-Professor 


he waiting was the worst. Two 
| whole nerve-racking hours of it. 
Janet Lacey bit a tremulous 
lower lip and let her eyes wander 
around her familiar, simply furnished 
bedroom. How long to go now? There 
was no way of telling since the alarm 
clock was always removed from her 
bedroom every Friday evening. Just 
another way of stretching her already 
taut nerves. 

Yes... the waiting was the worst. 

No! That’s ridiculous, Janet told 
herself. Nothing could be worse than 
actually getting the strap or, even worse 
than that, the cane. All the same, 
waiting to hear footfalls on the stairs, 
waiting to see that door open, then 
waiting for the decision, had an awful- 
ness all of its own. 

Tears came to Janet Lacey’s wide- 
set, hazel eyes. It was all so unfair. 
Other girls were not treated like this, 
she was sure. They weren’t made to 
work so hard and, certainly, they didn’t 
have to suffer the consequences of not 
achieving sufficient during the week. 
All because her step-father, an ex- 
Professor, was mad about acadmic 
achievement. He went on and on about 
it, saying how important it was and 
repeatedly emphasising how much she 
would appreciate it later in life. But 
would she? Frankly, Janet was of the 
opinion she had not got that kind of 
mind. Why should she have? Her step- 
father was no blood relation so why 
should she be gifted with his brains? 
She would much rather be going out 
and having some fun like her friends. 
There was always a Disco at the Belle 
‘Vue on Friday nights but she never got 
around to going. 

Had an hour passed yet? Maybe an 
hour and a half had gone by. Janet 
wanted, in one way, for the time to pass 
more quickly, but in another way she 
didn’t. She buoyed herself up momen- 
tarily with the hope that she would 
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have pleased Miss Abercrombie that 
week and there would be no need for 
any ‘stimulation of the mental proces- 
ses’, as her step-father habitually put it. 

That was another thing. Most girls 
of 17, like she was, simply went to 
school and studied for their ‘A’ levels. 
But not she. On Tuesday, Wednesday 
and Thursday of every week, she had to 
go for private tuition with Mrs Aber- 
crombie, a retired spinster school 
mistress who lived in a cramped flat 
about halfa mile away. Janet hated that 
flat for many reasons; not least the fact 
that it always seemed to smell of stale, 
boiled greens. On each of those three 
nights there were two hours of hard 
mental slog... and all this on top ofa day 
at school. The worst part of all, Janet 
realised, was that all this extra effort 
didn’t seem to be doing her much good. 
Her work didn’t seem to be improving 
much and she had a horrible feeling she 
was going to fail her ‘A’s’. Janet hated 
to think what would happen then. It 
wasn’t her fault though, surely? Either 
you had brains, or a photographic 
memory, or you didn’t. Obviously, she 
didn’t. 

Janet Lacey got up and stood before 
the long mirror on her wardrobe door. 
I’m grown-up, she told herself; Certain- 
ly I look it, anyway. All the more humi- 
liating then to have to continue to wear 
her school uniform when she’s home 
instead of changing into something 
more free and easy. Most teenagers did. 
Only at the week-ends was she 
permitted to dress more sensibly, 
rather than in her white blouse, pale 
mauve skirt, white ankle socks and 
black, buckle shoes. Underneath she 
wore a pair of thin white cotton 
knickers (nothing more fancy was 
permitted) and, of course, in view of 
her fast-developing figure, a white bras- 
siere. 

When I’m 18, I'll run away, Janet 
Lacey told herself. However, in her 
heart, she knew she didn’t mean that. 
Through a special Deed, her step-father 
kept control of the money her mother 
had left her - which was quite consider- 
able - until she was 21. That seemed an 
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absolute age away. Her nerves flared 
suddenly as she thought she heard the 
stairs creak, but the sound was not 
repeated. Miss Abercrombie would 
have arrived at five thirty to show her 
step-father her work, but surely it didn’t 
take two hours to go through that. 
What did they do the rest of the time? 
Probably just chatted about ghastly 
academic matters. Also, she reckoned, 
they got stuck into the whisky decanter. 
That familiar smell was often on. her 
step-father’s breath but most strongly 
of all on Friday nights. She found him 
most unpleasant and was frightened 
of him. However, she could not afford 
the luxury of hating him outright for 
that could well have led to furious argu- 
ments, resistance and rebellion which, 
in view of the power he had over her 
future finances, would not have paid 
off. As a matter of fact, Janet often had 
a sneaking suspicion he was already 
milking her inheritance .and_ that 
worried her no end. What hell to go 
through all this and still end up with 
next to nothing! Still, what could she 
do about it? She was cornered... and 
both of them knew it. 

Janet went back and sat on the edge 
of her bed again, burying her face in her 
hands... self-pity welled up in her and 
tears flowed softly. Oh why didn’t he 
come upstairs and get it over with? 

* * * * 

Gilbert Penfold replaced the 
decanter on the sideboard, then picked 
it up again and added another gill or 
two to his glass. This was going to be a 
rather special evening and he wanted to 
be ina nice relaxed mood for it. Topped 
up, but not over the top. He flipped 
again through the various test papers 
Miss Abercrombie had left with him. 
Unusually, that worthy lady had left 
about a quarter of an hour previously. 
This was because Gilbert was 
expecting another guest and he had 
thought it best to be discreet. The less 
people knew about other people’s busi- 
ness the better. 

Standing before the fireplace, legs a 
little astride, Gilbert sipped his whisky 
reflectively. Young Janet, waiting 


apprehensively above, was in fora bit of 
asurprise. He wondered how she would 
take it. He fingered his short, grey 
moustache. Balding, white tufts of hair 
above his rather prominent ears, 
wearing a pince-nez, formally and neat- 
ly dressed, he was almost a caricature of 
the retired Professor. How the public 
think of them. Many of them, as others 
know, are extrovert, Bohemian types, 
slovenly in dress and manner. Not so 
Gilbert Penfold. 

He looked down at the papers in his 
hand. It could not be said that Janet had 
done at all well that week. The scholar- 
ly part of his mind regretted that, but 
the rest of it didn’t. She would have to 
be dealt with quite severely. First, there 
was a very uninformed essay on the 
effects of the Enclosure Act, showing 
clearly she had not boned up on her 
subject. Secondly, her French transla- 
tion piece displayed even more errors 
than usual. Only her English Literature 
paper was at all satisfactory. Gilbert 
mused contentedly. He would give the 
girl a taste of the strap for her History 
effort and, a little later, she would get 
the cane for that atrocious French 
piece. That seemed to be one of Janet’s 
worst subjects now and she really had 
to be made to smarten up onit. Only six 
months away to the Exams, after all. 

There was a ‘Ding-dong’ at the front 
door and Gilbert went to open it. No 
Avon lady, he was sure, he thought 
with a smile. “Hello, Sidney,” he said, 
seeing the raincoated figure standing 
there, “come on in, you’re nicely on 
time.” 

Sidney, rather gaunt-faced, wearing 
a trilby hat, having shaken the rain off 
his umbrella, accepted the invitation. 
“Nasty night,” he commented. 

“Nastier for some than others,” 
replied Gilbert, then immediately 
regretted it. One mustn’t be facetious 
in these matters. Perhaps he’d had a 
few too many Scotches. “Do hang up 
your raincoat, old chap, and come 
along in. Expect you could do with a 
livener.” 

Pale-faced, rather angular in both 
appearance and movement, Sidney 
Cartwright certainly did look in need of 
some kind of booster. I expect he’s a 
shade nervous, thought Gilbert. 
Understandable. “Scotch?” he asked. 

“May I have a sweet sherry,” replied 
Sidney. Gilbert managed to keep the 
look of disdain off his face. He could 
never understand how people could 
imbibe such a tipple. However, he 
poured a schooner to the brim and 
passed it over. 

“We'll be going up in about a 
quarter of an hour,” said Gilbert 
Penfold. “I think punctuality in these 
matters is important.” 

“Quite, quite,” agreed Sidney, 


sipping away, but, in fact knowing 
nothing about the matter. 

“Have you decided about your 
daughter yet, Sidney? Sending her 
along to Miss Abercrombie, I mean?” 

Sidney gave a little apologetic 
cough. “I... Pll make a firm decision 
after this evening,” he said. 

“If your Wendy’s as lazy as you say,” 
opined Gilbert, “I don’t think you'll 
regret it. Fine woman, Miss Aber- 
crombie. Keeps their noses to the 
grindstone. And, by Jove, some of 
today’s youngsters need that. Why... in 
my day...” 

“Yes... yes...” broke in Sidney hasti- 
ly, realising his friend was about to 
mount one of his favourite hobby- 
horses. 

“You are a genuine believer in 
corporal punishment, are you not, 
Sidney?” 

“Yes, of course I am. In modera- 
tion.” 

“Naturally, in moderation. This is 
not the Middle Ages. Still, its got to be 
sufficient to make them buck their 
ideas up.” Gilbert paused. “You may be 
interested to know, old chap, that you 
and I are with the majority. A recent 
survey amongst parents, in The Times, 
showed that.” 

“Is that so... well, well!” Sidney 
looked genuinely surprised. He took a 
stiff gulp of his sherry. 

“Just shows you,” went on Gilbert. 
“The ordinary British chap’s got far 
more practical sense than your smart 
do-gooder.” He glanced at the Ormolu 
clock on the mantlepiece. “About 
ready then, are we?” 

Sidney finished his sherry in one. 
“Are you...” he began, “I mean... is... 
is... she going to be... to be... well... er... 
punished tonight?” His voice sounded 
a little strangled. Colour was now 
coming into gaunt cheeks. Sherry or 
excitement? 

“I'm afraid so,” replied Gilbert 
gravely, picking up the test papers offa 
table. “Not a good effort at all, this 
week.” He touched Sidney on the arm. 
“T expect she'll be a little startled to see 
you with me, old chap,” he smiled. “But 
don’t worry, I'll handle it. Just take a 
pew and watch proceedings. And 
imagine what a power of good my 
methods would be for your Wendy!” 

Gilbert opened the door and led the 
way upstairs. 

* * * * 

Janet jerked erect on the bed. She 
was no longer crying and had put on 
some powder to hide the effects of her 
earlier tears. No doubt about it this 
time. He was coming up... oh God, he 
was coming up! Soon she would know 
how awful it was going to be; soon it 
would all be happening. The shame, 
the shock, the pain. Oh the pain! Her 


nails bit cruelly into her palms as she 
backed towards her dressing table. 

The door opened and in came the 
familiar, much-feared figure, wearing 
one of his tweedy, neat-check suits. 
Then, to Janet's horrified amazement, 
in came another man. For a moment, 
she had the absurd notion he was an 
undertaker, dressed in dark grey char- 
coal and wearing a white shirt. She gave 
a little cry, hand flying to her mouth. 

“W-what...” she began. 

“This is Mr Cartwright,” announced 
Gilbert formally. “You may know his 
daughter, Wendy.” 

Janet’s head reeled. What on earth 
was going on? “Is, Wendy h-here?” 
she asked. 

“No,” said Sidney Cartwright, 
“she’s probably down at that damned 
Disco, so many of you like to frequent.” 

“Well, then... why...wh-why...” 
Janet began again. 

Gilbert raised a hand to silence her. 
“Mr Cartwright is considering sending 
Wendy to Miss Abercrombie’s,” he 
said. “For special tuition, like you have. 
I have told him that I think it is a very 
good idea. I have also suggested he 
employ the same methods for slack 
work as I do.” 

Janet remained silent. She was 
trembling. She sensed this horrible 
newcomer’s eyes roving all over her. 
“But... but why is... is he here... n-now?” 
she asked, at length. 

“I should have thought that was 
perfectly obvious, young lady,” replied 
Gilbert in a matter-of-fact tone. “He 
has come to witness the salutary effect 
of corrective treatment on errant 
pupils.” Succinct if somewhat a flowery 
way of putting it, he thought. 

“You... you d-don’t mean. 

“I do mean,” said Gilbert most firm- 
ly. “Mr Cartwright is here to witness the 
punishments I am going to hand out for 
your feeble efforts this week. After 
that, he will make a decision about 
Wendy.” 

“Oh no!” Janet looked distraught. 
“It... it’s not right... you can’t... not in 
front of... of a stranger... a man. I... ’m 
grown up now!” 

“You are still a child. Legally a 
minor. Though you may not look exact- 
ly like one. Now, come along, Janet. 
Let’s have no nonsense. You don’t 
want to make matters worse for your- 
self, do you?” 

“Oh please... 
make him go...” 

“I have no intention whatsoever of 
doing that, Janet,” said Gilbert empha- 
tically. “This is a family matter and will 
not go beyond these four walls. In prac- 
tically every way it will be like any-other 
Friday evening.” 

How can he say that, thought Janet, 
her mind coiling in anguish. Didn’t 
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he understand what it was like for a 
young woman like herself? To have 
to... to have to go through it all... in 
front of someone else? It made it doub- 
ly, even trebly, worse! “This is 
horrible...m-monstrous!” she gasped. 

“Don’t be so absurd, Janet,” 
snapped Gilbert. “This sort of thing 
used to happen every day in Victorian 
households. And they brought up the 
finest generation this nation has ever 
seen.” He picked up the papers. “We'll 
begin with the piece about the Enclo- 
sure Act,” he said briskly. “Very short 
on facts. You didn’t read your subject 
up properly. For that you are going to 
get the strap. Six.” 

h no... please... not before...” 

“Six,” repeated Gilbert. “On the 
bare!” 

Janet shrieked and covered her face 
with her hands again. “No.... no....000 
NOT ON THE BARE!” 

‘ou are behaving very foolishly, 












- not on the b-bare... not in 
in front of him... ohhh... 


Gilbert Penfold stroked his mous- 
tache. It was an irritating habit he had 
when coming to a decision. “Very well, 
Janet,” he said evenly. “I accept, at your 
age, you have a certain natural... shall I 
say... modesty. On that account, I shall 
offer you an alternative. You can either 
have six on the bare or twelve over your 
knickers.” 

_ There was an anguished gasp from 
Janet. Mr Cartwright’s long, boney 
fingers were twisting themselves 
together; his close-set grey-blue eyes 
had an intent, fearful-yet-excited look 
abou: them. His throat was dry, his 
heart pounding. He had been thinking 
about this moment for days; now he 
found himself almost aghast that it was 
actually happening. He was going to 
see a seventeen-year-old schoolgirl 
getting the strap across her bottom. 
Something he had secretly dreamed 
about for longer than he cared to admit. 

Janet was shuddering, eyes filled 
with tears, mouth loose. What could 
she do; how could she escape? There 
was no way.... under her particular 
circumstances. “A-alright... alright 
then... twelve...twelve over my knickers 
then, Dad. Gilbert had always 
insisted she call him Dad, though it was 
quite ridiculous really. He was old 
enough to be her Grandad. 

“That is your final decision?” 

“Y-yes... yes... D-Dad...” Janet was 
half sobbing. Oh how terrible it all was! 
Far worse than usual. She could not 
bring herself even to look at that 
horrible Mr Cartwright. 

“You deserve them Janet,” said 
Gilbert pontifically. “Your History 
paper was quite abominable. I’ll have 











Miss Abercrombie repeat it next week. 
I hope, for your sake, you do a great 
deal better.” 

“Yes... yes... 
will. 

Gilbert Penfold turned to his 
agitated, but fascinated, guest. “Janet is 
always strapped lying face down on the 
bed,” he stated. “She simply has a 
pillow put under her flanks to give her 
bottom a little uplift. You, naturally, 
may have different ideas when dealing 
with Wendy.” 

Sidney Cartwright could only nod, 
making a small choking sound in his 
throat. “D-Dad... oh Dad... can’t we... 
we be a-alone,” Janet was half sobbing. 
But these natural pleas were ignored. 

“Lie face down on the bed, Janet,” 
ordered Gilbert crisply, “and pull your 
skirt up high.” He tossed down a pillow 
on to the centre of the bed. Then, 
seeming not satisfied, he placed 
another pillow on top of it. “Come 
along... come along... we haven't got all 
night!” 

Sidney, now showing beads of sweat 
on his suety white forehead, suddenly 
wished they had. Still, he mustn’t be 
greedy. This was an experience he had 
never imagined would come his way. 
But it had. He must be grateful. 

Slowly, most reluctantly, Janet 
hoisted her skirt, then quickly fell on to 
the cushions. “Higher than that... right 
up,” ordered Gilbert at once, for the 
skirt still covered half of an amply swel- 
ling bottom. Sobbing, Janet tugged the 
skirt up to her waist and then clawed 
her nails into the pillow at the head of 
the bed. Oh the utter shame of it! That 
beast was looking at her! 

Indeed Sidney was. His eyes had a 
brightness about them as they gazed 
upon two curving mounds so thinly 
covered by a pair of white cotton 
knickers. She might almost as well be 
naked, he thought. Certainly those 
knickers would offer no protection. 

“Twelve then,” said Gilbert. He 
opened the drawer of Janet’s dressing 
table and took out a dark leather strap 
about 18 inches long and an inch and a 
half wide. It was about as thick as an 
average belt. Not too severe an instru- 
ment, but it stung adequately. He laid it 
lightly over Janet’s uplifted bottom and 
saw the buttocks give a sudden clench 
of dread. He always enjoyed that. 

Up went the strap... and down. 
Hard, but too hard. It whacked across 
Janet’s left buttock cheek and a 
strangled gasp came from her as her 
bottom pounded up and down, setting 
the soft flesh juddering. Gilbert 
allowed the full effect of the first stroke 
to be absorbed then brought the strap 
down on Janet’s right buttock cheek... 
getting a very similar reaction. Two 
pink welts had appeared. They could be 
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seen under the thinness of the knickers 
but of course, more brightly on the bare 
flesh not covered by those knickers. 

Sidney, looking on avidly, felt the 
blood pounding in his temples. His 
throat was dry. He still couldn’t quite 
believe he was watching a 17-year-old 
getting strapped. But he was! 

Wwwwhaaacckkk! Back to the left 
buttock cheek. Janet’s bottom bounced 
again and she half twisted over. Then 
back she went. Wwhhaacckkk! This 
time the right buttock cheek got it 
again. 

“Ow...owww...oh_ Dad... please... 
not so h-hard...” 

Wwwhhaaccckkk! Gilbert gave it to 
his step-daughter just as hard as before. 
The girl deserved to be punished for 
her slackness. Wwhhaaaccckkk! The 
sixth stroke fell, mainly on bare flesh, 
just where Janet’s right cheek joined 
the top of her thigh. She let out an 
anguished yelp and one hand flew back 
to the stripe just raised. 

“Hand away,” said Gilbert sternly, 
“you know that’s not allowed.” 

“Please... please, Dad... no 
more...isn’t that enough... please... 
please” 

“If you had been a sensible girl and 
taken your knickers down as I told you 
that would be enough,” said Gilbert a 
shade smugly. “As it is, there are still 
six more to come.” 

“Ooooh... noo..ocoo!” The know- 
ledge that that horrible stranger was 
looking on at her humiliation flooded 
back in on her. He was the reason she 
hadn’t taken her knickers down. It was 
his fault she was getting six more. Oh 
how she hated him! 

Gilbert Penfold could be seen fidd- 
ling with his moustache again; his rosy 
cheeks were now even rosier. There 
was a long pause. Janet’s bottom flesh 
kept flinching in anticipation. Sidney 
found it a quite delightful spectacle. 
“T'll give you another option, Janet,” 
said Gilbert at length. “Take your 
knickers down now and Ill give you 
only three more.” 

Oh what a temptation! Janet was 
instantly torn between modesty and an 
intense desire to avoid more pain than 
necessary. Oh, if only he weren’t there, 
it wouldn’t be so bad. How could 
Wendy’s Dad be such a beast? Sidney’s 
blood was pounding more fiercely at 
the prospects opening up. He clasped 
his hands over the front of his trousers. 
Things were beginning to happen 
there. 

“Well? Hurry up... make up your 
mind. Six or three?” 

Janet literally cried out in her 
anguish then, with a sudden, compul- 
sive movement, pushed her thin 
knickers down to the tops of her thighs. 
“Alright... alright... oh this... this is a- 





awful...” Sidney gazed lecherously 
upon lush girlish flesh, seeing the little 
tufts of down between the cleft. He 
could, needless to say, well appreciate 
the girl’s embarrassment. Still, this was 
Gilbert’s way. Doubtless he considered 
making his step-daughter demean 
herself in this fashion was all part of her 
punishment. So be it. 

“Sensible girl,” said Gilbert and laid 
the strap hard and full across Janet’s 
bare bottom, this time covering both 
cheeks. 

There was a gasping shriek and the 
girl squirmed and kicked frantically. 
She was still squirming when Gilbert 
laid on the next stroke, causing Janet to 
twist right over, hands clasping most 
urgently to her burning bottom. Sidney 
was favoured with some aspects of 
young feminine charms he had not 
expected to see that evening. 

“One more,” said Gilbert, with a 
calmness he was not exactly feeling. 

Groaning, Janet half twisted back 
over, making three quarters of her 
candy-pink striped bottom available... 
and Gilbert gave her the hardest stroke 
of all. 

WWHHHAACCCKKKK! 

“Ye-eeghh....owwww... owww.... 
aaaahhh....” cried Janet breathlessly, 
threshing from side to side on the bed, 
hands pressing and pressing yet again 
ina vain attempt to ease the pain. Then 
she pulled up her knickers and lay face 
down on the bed, sobbing quietly. 
Gilbert returned the strap to its plce. 

“Don’t imagine I have finished with 
you yet, this evening,” he said. “There 
is still the matter of your appailing 
French translation.” 

“Oh God... no more... no more... 
you c-couldn’t...” Janet’s head was 
pulled up and twisted back, her tear- 
filled eyes beseeching. 

“Would you like to step downstairs 
for a little refreshment, Mr Cart- 
wright,” Gilbert was saying politely. 
“We must give the young culprit a little 
time to recover.” 

“Yes... yes... very well,” replied 
Sidney, his voice thick. As he rose from 
his chair, he kept his hands crossed 
over the front of his trousers. There was 
now even more reason to do so! 

Gilbert poured himself another 
Scotch, Sidney stuck to sweet sherry. 
He had no head for drinks and 
wondered if his decision was wise. 

“She... Janet... is... well, quite tough 
fora girl, isn’t she?” he managed to say. 

“She’s tougher now than she used to 
be,” replied Gilbert. “It’s a matter of 
acquiring experience.” 

“Are you really going to punish her 
again?” Sidney sounded almost 
nervous. Perhaps it was his intense 
excitement. There was a faint buzzing 
noise in his head. Everything was still a 
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little unreal. 

“Of course, I am,” Gilbert was 
saying. “And I warrant the next time 
she does a French translation, there’ll 
be at least a sixty percent improve- 
ment!” 

“Maybe you’re right.” He was thin- 
king about his daughter Wendy. This 
certainly would be an excellent way of 
improving her school performance and 
general behaviour. He wondered if his 
wife Gwen would raise any objections 
and thought not. Often enough she had 
remarked: ‘That young Miss deserves a 
good hiding’. 

“Another drink?” 

Sidney realised he had polished off 
the sherry at great speed. “No...no 
thank you,” he said quickly. The 
buzzing noise had increased - even if 
the pressure on his flies had dimi- 
nished. 


“We'll give her another ten 
minutes,” stated Gilbert. “There’s 
never anything lost by keeping them 
waiting.” 

* * * * 


Though Janet’s eyes were red with 
tears, her cheeks were white with 
dread. Gilbert closed the door and 
motioned Sidney back to his chair. 
“You are going to be punished for some 
of the worst French translation I have 
ever set eyes upon,” announced Gilbert 
in his best professional manner. 

“N-not tonight... please... can’t you 
do it tomorrow... please, Dad... [...’m 
so s-sore...” She glanced at Sidney and 
her cheeks coloured a little with embar- 
rassment. 

“No, it can’t wait,” said Gilbert 
sternly. “You are going to be caned. Six 
strokes.” 

“O-ohhh... no...000... Dad... n-not 
the cane... not after what you've just d- 
done...” 

“It will be all the more beneficial,” 
answered Gilbert smugly. 

“Oohh please... not tonight...” 

“The same rules apply,” went on 
Gilbert, ignoring the interruption. “Six 
on the bare... or twelve over your 
knickers.” 

“Oh no... NO...0OO!” The thought 
of twelve made Janet’s brain reel. Yet 
she was aware, in view of the way 
canings were administered she would, 
with her knickers down, be most immo- 
destly displayed. It was a quite hideous 
decision. Slowly her cheeks began to 
colour scarlet. She couldn’t stand 
twelve, so it would have to be the 
shaming horror of exposure. 

“Canings are given in the old- 
fashioned way,” Gilbert was explaining 
to Sidney. “With the culprit bending 
over, touching her toes.” 

“R-really...”. gulped Sidney. His 
pallid cheeks were beginning to colour, 
too, but for different reasons. 
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“Well?” demanded Gilbert, “have 
you made up your mind, Janet?” 

“P-please... I couldn’t  st-stand 
twelve... but p-please...” 

“Take your knickers down then girl. 
Right down to your ankles. And be 
quick about it. The sooner we start, the 
sooner it'll be over.” He strolled over to 
the drawer where the strap was kept, 
opened it, and took out a slim, whippy 
willow cane. Again, it was not a very 
severe implement, but quite sufficient- 
ly painful. 

“Oh...ohhh... this is... is $-s0... aw- 
awful..” Janet was wailing. All the 
same, she was pushing her knickers 
down, hands up under her skirt. They 
slid down her thighs, then over her 
calves, to her ankles. She was facing 
Sidney Cartwright but kept her eyes 
averted. Shame was like a brand going 
through her middle. 

“Turn around,” ordered Gilbert, 
tapping the cane on his palm. Janet 
turned halfway round. “Right round,” 
insisted her step-father. With a sobbing 
moan Janet completed the turn. “Now 
bend over and touch your toes, young 
lady,” said Gilbert. Moaning more 
loudly, Janet obeyed... and then felt her 
skirt pulled right up high. She was 
naked from waist to ankles... and most, 
most immodestly exposed to lecherous 
eyes. Sidney, licking wet lips, had 
replaced his clasped hands over his 
flies. This was all quite incredible! And 
quite incredibly exciting! 

Tap... tap... tap... went the slim cane 
ona pink, flinching bottom... a bottom 
now more fulsomely curved than 
previously. A most splendid sight to 
behold! 

Sswwiii...iiicececkkkk! 

The first stroke fell across the top of 
both cheeks raising a tiny, pink-red 
tramline - one more vivid at its end 
than its beginning. 

Janet jerked up at once, bottom 
squirming left and right. She clamped 
her hand to the thin weal. “Oh that 
hurt...” she whimpered. 

“Naturally,” said Gilbert. “Now 
bend over again...” 

Janet bent, the bottom curved and 
seemed to swell, the cleft widening. 
She got her second. 

Sswwiii...iiiececkkkk! 

And, once again, she jerked up, 
squirming and gasping with the thin- 
biting pain of it. But, almost worse than 
that pain, was the knowledge of her 
constant immodest exposure. . 

Unhurriedly, making Janet bend 
over each time, keeping her legs 
straight, Gilbert Penfold completed the 
six-stroke caning. One could not exact- 
ly have called it a savage punishment 
but it was one that was to be etched into 
the girl’s memory for many a month. 
There were, after all, rather special 














circumstances, were there not? 

* * * * 

“Well, Sidney, now that you’ve 
made your... your inspection, should I 
say... What do you think?” enquired 
Gilbert a little later, once more down in 
the sitting room. Janet, he knew would 
remain in her bedroom, diligently 
covering her tender bottom with cold 
cream, 

“I... [was most impressed,” replied 
Sidney. His nerves were still tingling. 
Wisely, he had declined a third sweet 
sherry. 

“Yes, there’s nothing like it for 
stimulating them to extra effort, in my 
opinion,” said Gilbert sagely. “So, do 
you think you'll introduce your Wendy 
to the same sort of treatment?” 

“T think I very well might. Indeed, I 
almost certainly will. Just a question of 
having a word with Gwen, you unders- 
tand?” 

“Ah yes... of course... of course. 
Shouldn’t have any trouble there. She 
seems a very practical woman.” 

“Oh she is... she is...” agreed Sidney 
Cartwright. Not only practical, he 
reflected, but downright domineering 
on occasions. “Er... ’ll be getting along 
then.” 

“Just one moment, old chap,” said 
Gilbert raising a hand. “If you do 
decide the right way about Wendy, I 
would like you to bear something in 
mind. This is for a little later on, you 
understand?” 

“What’s that, then?” 

“Let me put it this way. It is not 
always possible to take a dispassionate 
- or objective - view about one’s 
nearest and dearest. One’s step- 
daughter. Even more so, one’s own 
daughter. There will come times, I am 
sure, when we shall be able to help each 
other out.” 

. you mean... you mean...” 
began Sidney, looking bewildered. 

“I mean, Sidney” replied Gilbert 
firmly, “there may be appropriate times 
when it would be better for my Janet to 
be sent round to you for punishment. 
And, of course, your Wendy sent round 
to me. You see what I mean about 
objectivity now?” 

Sidney’s gaunt face broke into a 
thin smile. “Oh yes, Gilbert, I do. 
Indeed I do!” 

The vision of Janet’s quivering pink 
bottom was still hot in his mind. It 
would, he thought with a surge of inner 
heat, be an infinite pleasure to deal 
with it personally. 

“Goodnight then, Sidney. I think 
we understand each other now.” 

“Oh yes, I’m sure we do. Good- 
night, Gilbert. And thanks.” 

“It's been a_ pleasure,” 
Gilbert Penfold. 

And he meant it. 
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‘So you're the new clerk, eh? Miss 
Parkins. Pussy Parkins, is it?’ 

The girl glushed bright red. ‘No 
Sir, I mean yes, Sir. But I’m Linda, 
Sir. Linda Parkins, Sir.” 

She stood somewhat uncertainly 
in front of the large polished oak 
desk. She was 17, a pretty girl with a 
slender but shapely figure in demure 
blouse and grey skirt. This was her 
first job and her first morning. The 
Ministry of Home Affairs. It sounded 
important and she had already had 
to sign that piece of paper with The 
Official Secrets Act written on it. It 
was all a bit frightening. This man 
behind the shiny expanse of desk 
was going to be her boss. This man 
who had made that embarrassing 
joke, because Linda might be 
innocent but she knew what ‘pussy’ 
meant when applied to a girl. His 
name was Mr Grigson. 

‘Come here then, Linda Pussy 

Parkins,’ he instructed. ‘Close the 
door and come round here.” 
He was indicating a spot next to him. 
Though he was sitting down Mr 
Grigson was clearly a big man. Bulky 
in his blue pin-stripe suit and blue 
tie with large hands on the desk in 
front of him. His face was large too 
with horn-rimmed spectacles. He 
had dark hair smoothed down. He 
might be 40 or so Linda thought 
although she didn’t think she was 
very good at telling the ages of older 
men. 

She felt her pulse accelerating as 
she stepped forward. Mr Grigson 
was definitely a bit frightening, 
those big masculine-hands and also 
that voice. Crisp and upper-class. 
Commanding. Not the voice of 
someone you would want to argue 
with. So if he insisted on calling her 
that horribly embarrassing thing 
there was not much Linda could do 
about it. She came to a stop about a 
foot from Mr Grigson’s side. Then 
gave a little yelp as the nearside 
large hand slid off the desk and 
reached out to grasp her thigh just 
above the knee through her grey 
calf-length skirt. The hand pulled 
her close. 

‘That's it. Let’s have a good look 
at you.’ The hand kept hold of 
Linda’s leg and her heart was going 
pit-a-pat. ‘So Miss Pussy Parkins, 

is is your very first job, eh?’ 
yes Sir.’ 
r Grigson showed large teeth in 
a grin. ‘Not a mole, Ihope?’ 

‘Wha... what Sir?’ The gripping 
hand had shifted up Linda’s thigh a 
little. ‘A mole, Pussy Parkins. You 
know what a mole is, you read the 
papers. A mole is a nasty little 
creature which burrows its way into 
an office where sensitive work is 
going on and then proceeds to leak 
things out. To the press and 
whatever. That’s what a mole is, 
















Pussy Parkins, and I should not like 
to think you had any ideas in that 
direction.” 

‘Oh no, Sir,’ Linda was quite 
shocked. She didn’t read any 
newspapers but had vaguely heard 
the word mole on TV. It hadn't 
meant anything, though, she had 
just thought they were some kind of 
little wild animal. But as for what Mr 
Grigson was saying Linda would be 
much much too scared to ever think 
of anything like that. 

With Linda still coi 
matter of moles Mr G 
abruptly to his feet. He proved to be 
not desperately tall though certainly 
taller than Linda who was S'S” plus 
the three inches of her sensible 
brown court shoes. He was certainly 
tall enough to loom over her in a 
rather frightening way. Surely no 
one would ever dare do what he had 
said... 

Suddenly Linda emitted a sharp 
high-pitched squeak. The hand 
which had let go of her leg had found 
its way to her bottom. The palm and 
splayed-out fingers in a quite 
confident manner cupping them: 
selves round Linda's left bottom 
cheek, gripping it as they had 
gripped her thigh through the thin 
material of her skirt although now, 
naturally, there were knickers as 
well underneath. 

‘I'm glad to hear it, Pussy 
Parkins. Because if I found a mole in 
my office, however sweet and pretty, 
that young lady would not know what 
had hit her.” 

To give emphasis to this state- 
ment, if any were needed, Mr 
Grigson’s broad fingers thrust 
abruptly in the cleft between the 
under-curves of Linda’s — slim 
buttocks, pushing the pleated 
skirt in front of them. She let out a 
shrill squeal as through the thin 
layers of skirt and knickers she felt 
Mr Grigson’s fingers on her private- 
most part. On her pussy in fact. 

‘Is that clear, my girl?’ he 
inquired. His fingers were briskly 
rubbing. 

Linda's legs had turned to jelly; 
her hands clutched at Mr Grigson’s 
desk for support. She had never had 
a man’s hand there before, not ever. 
A number of boys had tried to get 
their hands on it but Linda had 
always refused. Indeed the only 
hand which did go there was her 
own. Saturday and Sunday mornings 
for instance when she liked to lie in 
bed dreaming of various pop stars — 
while languorously stroking that 
furry mound which now, unbeliev- 
ably, Mr Grigson had his fingers on. 

‘Is it clear?’ he repeated. 

Linda tried to say yes but only a 
croaky sound came out. In the 
temporary absence of speech she 
desperately nodded her head. Mr 
Grigson let go and gave her bottom a 

















magisterial slap. ‘Good, Miss. I'm 
very glad to hear it. Always 
remember the Official Secrets Act. 
Everything here is most strictly 
confidential. Nothing whatsoever 
can be mentioned outside. Nothing 
atall.’ 

Linda shook her head weakly. 
She could imagine that nothing at all 
included hands on pussies. He had 
sat down again. ‘Right then; run 
alottg now. See Mrs Walton about 
the filing etc. She will also give 
instructions about my coffee.’ 

Linda made a tentative step 
towards the door, uncertain whether 
her legs were yet ready to support 
her. She was stopped as Mr Grigson 
had an afterthought. 

‘Ah, Pussy Parkins, one thing. 
Those tights you have on. They are 
tights, are they not?" 

Linda nodded. Whatever now? 

‘I do not approve of girls in my 
office wearing tights. I find them 
most off-putting. Nylons and a 
suspender belt are more to my taste, 
Miss.’ Mr Grigson was reaching 
inside his jacket. He took out his 
wallet and produced a £10 note. 

‘Nip out at lunch-time and buy 
something suitable. I shall want you 
wearing them this afternoon. Is that 
understood?’ 

Numbly nodding, Linda took the 
note. Cripes. Still, he was the boss. 
There was one other thing — if she 
could find the courage to say it. 

“Sir... Mr Grigson...” 

“Yes? 

‘Sir... could you... please...’ A 
pause and then it came out in a rush. 
“Could you please not call me that. 
Not in front of anyone else at least. 
Please Sir.’ 

‘What? Pussy Parkins?’ 

“Yes Sir.’ 

Mr Grigson got to his feet and 
came deliberately towards her. 
Linda felt a flutter of fear. Had she 
grossly overstepped the mark? He 
stopped inches away. ‘What would 
you prefer then, young lady. Would 
Miss Pretty Tits Parkins be prefer- 
able?’ 

As Mr Grigson said this those big 
hands came up and took hold of 
Linda's pert tits. They were not 
especially big tits but they were a 
very adequate size for a slim girl, 
firm and high such that they didn't 
really need a bra though of course 
Linda always wore one. They were 
also extremely sensitive and with the 
large masculine hands suddenly 
squeezing them through her skimpy 
bra and thin nylon blouse Linda felt 
as if she was going to faint, or do 
something disastrous like wet 
herself. It was very much like having 
his hand between her legs. Once 
more Linda let out a shrill squeak. 

She shook her head as Mr 
Grigson repeated his question. He 
was still squeezing her tits. A final 
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pinch and mercifully he let go. 

‘N... no Sir,’ she managed. 

‘Please don’t call me anything like 
that.’ 
His hands came out once more, this 
time to grasp the slim waist. Linda 
gave another squeal as his fingers 
pinched her soft flesh. Once more 
the commanding upper-class voice. 
‘We'll have a little agreement then, 
Miss Pretty Tits Linda. If you prove 
to be a good girl I shall address you 
outside this office as Linda or Miss 
Parkins. Will that do?’ 

‘Yes Sir,’ she breathed. ‘Th.... 
thank-you Sir.” 

One of his hands left her waist 
and slid down, between them. Two 
broad fingers burrowed in between 
Linda’s legs and began a firm 
massage. ‘But between the two of us 
you will be Pussy Parkins. I think it 
suits you.’ The fingers continued to 
massage her pussy for a bit longer 
and then let go. ‘Off you go now. 
‘And don’t forget the Official Secrets 
Act. Most important.’ 

Outside, on tottery legs, Linda 
made a bee-line for the Ladies. She 
felt a desperate need to pee for one 
thing. But having done that and still 
sitting on the seat with her knickers 
down there was something else she 
just had to do. Her whole body was 
demanding it. One slim hand went 
down, to where Mr Grigson’s hand 
had been and where she was now 
decidedly moist. Sticky moist as well 
as the other. Linda’s fingers stroked, 
with an eager urgency. It had all 
been simply overwhelming. Could 
all girls’ bosses be like this? She had 
never dreamt... 

Linda emerged from the Ladies 
feeling a little bit calmer and more 
ready to face whatever else lay 
ahead in this so far mind-boggling 
first day. Mrs Walton, in charge of 
filing and office records, was quite 
different to the alarming Mr Grigson 
fiftyish and grey-haired and plea- 
santly helpful. Could she know what 
Mr Grigson did with his hands? Also 
working for Mrs Walton was another 
girl of a similar age to Linda, an 
attractive brunette called Charlotte 
Carrington. She had been there six 
months, she said, Laughingly she 
asked Linda if she was a mole. She 
said Mr Grigson was very worried 
about moles at the moment. 

Also when the two of them were 
alone she asked, ‘Did he feel you 
up?’ Flushing, Linda nodded. That 
was certainly one way of describing 
what Mr Grigson had done. Char- 
lotte said, ‘Don’t worry, that’s just 
his way. Mr Grigson is quite import- 
ant and he likes pretty girls. That's 
why he’s got you and that’s why he’s 
got me as well. He’s quite good 
though; I mean letting you have time 
off and that. If you're nice to him, of 
course.’ 





Whatever did that mean? Linda 
felt too scared to ask. She was also 
too scared to ask what it was they 
actually did there in Mr Grigson’s 
section of the Ministry. Mrs Walton 
didn’t actually say and Linda didn’t 
ask because she thought perhaps she 
should know anyway. There was a lot 
of carrying files about to be done and 
Linda was tempted to peek inside 
one but decided it was best not to 
what with Mr Grigson’s talk about 
moles. 

There was an older man Linda 
had to take files to, Mr Hadleigh, 
rather prim-seeming, and a young 
man in an office next to him. His 
name was Tony Markham, quite 
good-looking and he seemed to be 
Mr Hadleigh’s assistant. There was 
also another girl, or rather married 
woman for she had a wedding ring 
on, called Liz Woodbridge, in her 
twenties probably, a blonde but also, 
she couldn't help noticing, with very 
large boobs. Not like Charlotte who 
had a slim figure like Linda herself. 
It seemed that Mr Grigson was the 
boss of all these people. Looking at 
Liz Woodbridge’s big boobs Linda 
found herself wondering if Mr 
Grigson put his hands on them as he 
had done with her own distinctly 
smaller ones. But she decided that 
he wouldn't do that what with Liz 
Woodbridge being a married lady. 

Linda was going to have to make 
coffee for all these people in the 
mornings; with Charlotte making tea 
in the afternoon. Mrs Walton 
showed Linda what to do and she 
took it round. Being new to it she 
was afraid she was going to tip 
someone's coffee all over them or 
something awful but fortunately it 
went OK. Liz Woodbridge with the 
big boobs gave her a knowing look 
and said, ‘Mr Grigson’s new young 
girlie, are you?’ Did that mean 
anything? 

Mr Grigson’s coffee was special, 
percolated and not instant, and 
Linda's heart was in her mouth when 
she took it into him. She hadn’t had 
to go in there since that first mind- 
zapping meeting and she suddenly 
felt that awful urge to pee again. As 
luck would have it, though Mr 
Grigson was on the phone. He did 
reach out and squeeze Linda's 
bottom as she put the coffee down 
but he must have been concentrating 
on his phone call and the hand let go 
after a little bit of groping. Linda 
edged out of range and then crept 
silently to the door. Outside she 
breathed a great sigh of relief, but 
she knew she was being silly for 
clearly she was not going to be able 
to avoid her boss. There was that 
matter of those nylons for one thing. 

Soon afterwards Charlotte asked 
what she was doing for lunch. Linda 
flushed and said that she, uh, had to 





do some shopping. Charlotte looked 
at her and then giggled. 

‘It's not nylons, is it?’ 

Linda's blush intensified. 
Charlotte laughed. ‘He’s nutty about 
nylons. Of course a lot of men are, 
aren't they? He made me get them 
when I first started. My boyfriend 
asked why I was suddenly wearing 
them but I told him to mind his own 
busine: 

Charlotte said she would come 
with Linda and they could get a 
sandwich afterwards. They went up 
to Oxford Street and chose a white 
satin suspender belt as Linda said 
she had on white underwear. 
‘Anyway you don’t want anything 
too gaudy,’ Charlotte advised. Linda 
also got three pairs of flesh-coloured 
seamed nylons. They must be 
seamed, Charlotte said, Mr Grigson 
certainly wouldn't want nylons 
without seams. 

With this rather scary purchase 
made they went in a pub for a 
sandwich. Linda said she thought 
she'd have an orange juice to drink. 
Charlotte laughed and put her mouth 
close to Linda's ear. ‘I should think 
you'd want something abit stronger 
than that. For when you get back to 
the office. Unless you're used to 
having your bottom spanked.” 

Linda didn’t think she could have 
heard right 

‘Yes,’ said Charlotte in another 
hoarse whisper. ‘Those nylons are 
bound to turn him on. And what he'll 
want to do then is take your knickers 
down and smack your bare bum.” 

Feeling more than a little faint 
Linda let Charlotte buy her a gin and 
tonic, then followed her companion 
to a corner table. 

‘You're joking,’ she said weakly. 

‘I'm not,’ retorted Charlotte. 
‘I've worked for him for six months 
remember. He loves bottoms, 
especially not-too-big ones like 
we've got. And he’s usually randy 
when he gets back from lunch. 
Randier than normal, I mean.” 

Linda did not normally drink and 
the gin hit her unprepared stomach 
at the same time as what Charlotte 
was saying focussed in her mind. 
She felt decidedly queasy. Could it 
possibly be true? 

In a kind of daze she realised 
Charlotte was saying something 
else. 

‘By the way, are you on the Pill?’ 

Had she heard correctly? Linda 
gave a darting wide-eyed look 
around to see if anyone else might 
have heard. Fortunately they were in 
a corner of the pub and Charlotte 
hadn’t actually shouted it. But she 
did now repeat her question. 

‘Are you on the Pill, Linda?’ 

‘No!” breathed Linda in horror. 
She had no need to be on the Pill 
because for one thing Linda Parkins 



































was a virgin and quite happy to stay 
that way, thank-you very much. 
Linda’s boyfriend had once or twice 
suggested that they might do 
something about it but she had 
quickly scotched any such ideas, 
threatening to tell his mother if he 
didn't behave which shut him up a 
bit sharpish. Indeed as far as sex 
went Linda was quite happy with 
what she did herself lying in be- 
tween the warm covers of her bed — 
or, less frequently but when circum- 
stances made it rather imperative as 
they had this very morning, when 
sitting on a loo seat. With do-it- 
yourself there was no possibility of 
nasty after-effects such as your 
tummy swelling up. No, Linda had 
no need of the Pill, thanks very 
much, 

‘Mr Grigson will make you go on 
it,’ said Charlotte in a confidential 
whisper. 

Linda choked as a mouthful of gin 
and tonic went down the wrong wa’ 
First, only minutes ago, Charlotte 
was saying Mr Grigson was going to 
spank her bare bottom and now 
she must be dreaming. 

‘It’s true,’ Charlotte told her. ‘He 
will. What he’ll say is that he can’t 
have the prospect of girls going off 
getting pregnant once they’ve been 
trained at great government 
expense, etc etc. That’s just what he 
says, of course. Naturally it’s not the 
real reason. 

What could the real reason be 
then? Linda didn’t dare ask. ‘Look,’ 
she pleaded, ‘you’re joking about 
this, aren’t you. You must be.’ 

No, said Charlotte, she wasn’t. 
‘Of course you're not allowed to tell 
anyone. Don't forget the Official 
Secrets Act that you had to sign.’ 

Yes Linda had signed that bit of 
paper. It had seemed very exciting at 
the time, but now... Charlotte was 
chatting happily on. She was 18 it 
seemed and from what she said, 
talking about her boyfriend, it would 
seem that Charlotte was nota virgin. 

Linda didn’t feel at all like going 
back to the office when they'd 
finished at the pub but there wasn’t 
much option. She could hardly 
pretend she was ill, not on her very 
fi day. Outside the fresh air at 
least cleared her head a bit. Perhaps 
Charlotte had been joking, or 
perhaps Mr Grigson would not be 
feeling ‘randy’ as Charlotte had 
said. All too soon they were at the 
building with Charlotte digging a 
finger in Linda’s ribs. ‘Don’t forget 
to put those nylons on.’ 

Linda went in the loo and 
changed her tights for the nylons 
and suspender belt. Then sitting on 
the seat she did what she had done 
there a few hours earlier. Brought 
herself off. She felt a little bit 
ashamed at having done it twice in 





























the office loo on her very first day 
but she couldn't help it, the way she 
feeling she just had to. But 
afterwards she didn’t feel a whole lot 
better, still hot and tingly tense and 
just plain scared. He couldn't really 
spank your bare bottom, could he? 

Linda pulled up her knickers 
and adjusted her skirt, then washed 
her hands and had a look in the 
mirror. The pretty face looked 
distinctly flushed which perhaps was 
not surprising. She splashed cold 
water on her cheeks, and applied a 
touch of pale pink lipstick. A glance 
at her watch: it was 1.29. She was 
due in Mr Grigson's office at 1.30. A 
couple of nervous pats at the short 
hair, She felt sick. That suspender 
belt felt funny too, when you had 
never worn one before. 

‘Close the door please, Pussy 
Parkins. And come here. Did you 
have a good lunch? Not too much 
alcohol, | hope. And did you make 
your purchase? Lift your — skirt 
please, Pussy Parkins." 

Linda had gone round the desk 
and was standing in that same spot 
as befor anding there and feeling 
all sort of woosy. Somehow her 
hands were responding. Lifting up 
her skirt. 

‘Right up, Pussy Parkins. Let's 
have a good look at your knickers as 
well.’ 

They were in fact French 
knickers, white nylon with white lace 
trimming at the legs. A very dainty 
pair of knickers, a purchase made 
the week before in honour of Linda’s 
first job. She had never dreamt, 
naturally, that she would be showing 
them to her boss. From the legs of 
the lace-edged knickers ‘the narrow 
straps of her new suspender belt 
crossed slimly rounded thighs to 
fasten the taut dark welts of the 
sheer nylons. Altogether a very 
enticing display. 

‘Most choice,’ observed Mr 
Grigson. ‘That's the sort of thing I 
like to see.’ 

He got to his feet. His face was 
perhaps slightly pinker than earlier. 
Had Mr Grigson had a lot to drink at 
lunch? Was he, as Charlotte had 
suggested, feeling ‘randy’? Linda 
didn’t have long to ponder these 
thoughts as one large hand came 
round to the small of her back 
holding her firm and the other hand 
simply went down the front’ and 
cupped her pussy, like he’d done 
before only now there was no skirt 
just the single thin nylon layer of 
Linda’s knickers. She Jet out a 
gasping groan. She must be in some 
sort of nightmare. 

The hand in the small of Linda’s 
back pushed her firmly forward onto 
the fingers which were holding her 
now throbbing pussy. ‘Yes, a very 
nice one,’ enunciated Mr Grigson. 












































‘We must certainly put this on the 
Official Secrets list. But now I think 
time for our first lesson in office 
discipline.” 

The cupping hand gave an extra 
squeeze and then he let go of her and 
strode over to the door. Linda heard 
the lock click and Mr Grigson was 
coming purposefully back. To push 
his chair back from his desk and sit 
heavily down. A hand reached out 
for Linda’s arm and the next thing 
she knew she was face-down over 
Mr Grigson's lap. 

The skirt which she had let drop 
was yanked unceremoniously up 
again. Strong fingers were being 
inserted in the top of Linda's 
knickers. She focussed her eyes on 
the pattern of the carpet, no more 
than a foot from her lowered head. 
No one would believe you if you told 
them this sort of thing could happen 
in the civil service, in the Ministry of 
Home Affairs. But youcouldn't tell 
them anyway; it wasn't allowed. It 
was an Official Secret. The knickers 
were down now, round Linda's 
stocking tops. Suddenly a large male 
hand was on Linda's bare bottom 
Sweet Holy Jesus! The very thought 
was enough to make you come even 
if you had brought yourself off just 
five minutes earlier. Linda made 
gasping gurgling noises as now the 
hand started smacking. 

It hurt all right, sharp stinging 
smacks of that big hard palm, but at 
the same time it was enough to blow 
your mind. The hand kept smacking 
down, covering and recovering every 
last inch of buttock and upper thigh. 
Linda's bottom responded with a 
desperate writhing dance of its own 
devising while from her lowered 
head there came a_ variety of 
gasping, yelping, mewling cries. 
After some time the hand did finally 
stop. There was a pause — and then 
a banshee-like shriek which easily 
eclipsed anything that had gone 
before. For Mr Grigson’s hand was 
now at all once between Linda's 
thighs. Intimately grasping her. 

Almost immediately the shriek 
was replaced by a throaty growl such 
as might be made by a female cat 
being serviced. At the same time the 
writhings of hips and buttocks 
became less wild and more directed 
— into a regular rhythmic thrust 
against the invading hand. The girl’s 
movements and throaty growls came 
quickly to a crescendo with an ear- 
splitting squeal. 

Linda was pushed to her feet. 
She clung trembling at his desk as 
the mortifying fact of what had 
happened filled her mind. Mr 
Grigson had spanked her bare 
bottom but, much worse than that, 
she had come on his hand. It was so 
desperately shaming that she didn’t 
think she would ever be able to look 
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him in the face again. Linda was still 
standing there trying to come to 
some sort of terms with the sheer 
enormity of what had happened 
when she felt Mr Grigson’s hand 
come up the backs of her thighs 
under her now lowered skirt. Once 
more those fiendish fingers pushed 
in under her glowing buttocks. 

‘Quite a lively little number, eh 
Pussy Parkins? Quite a randy little 
Pussy. I can see we're going to have 
an interesting time with you. But 
right now I think you had better get 
back to work.” 

The hand came away and Mr 
Grigson sat down at his desk. Linda 
reached for her knickers which by 
now were down round her ankles. 
She fumblingly straightened herself 
up. Mr Grigson had his head down at 
his papers as if nothing had happen- 
ed, She had to say something. 

‘Sir... I'm sorry Sir... I... don’t 
know what came over me.’ 

Mr Grigson looked up and 
blinked. It was not always the 
response from a girl he had done 
that to. He produced a charming 
smile. ‘Don’t worry, my dear. 
Everything in order. I won't tell 
anyone. Official Secrets Act 
remember!’ 

Linda spent the rest of the after- 
noon in a daze. Was all this 
possible? Charlotte asked her how 
her meeting with Mr Grigson went 
and Linda just rolled her eyes. At 
half past four, when she was 
beginning to think about going 
home, she was called into his office 
again. He told her to lock the door. 
Then she found herself sitting on Mr 
Grigson’s lap. Not unnaturally 
Linda’s heart was going like an 
express train once more. 

One of his hands started playing 
with the pert tits. Mr Grigson said he 
was very pleased with her. Very 
satisfied. What she had to remember 
all the time, though, was the Official 
Secrets Act. The work of the 
Ministry was highly _ sensitive, 
therefore nothing whatever that 
occurred at the office could ever be 
divulged outside. Was that clear? 
She didn’t want to be up in court and 
possibly sent to prison. 

Linda said Yes Sir, it was clear 
and she certainly didn't want to be 
up in court. She could feel her 
nipples had got quite stiff and her 
stomach was sort of churning. The 
fact was her boobs were very 
sensitive. 

‘That includes any, ah, personal 
sort of happenings,’ Mr Grigson 
went on as he squeezed away at both 
tits. ‘Yes Sir,’ replied Linda. She had 
rather assumed that already. 

And then he started talking about 
the Pill. It was just like Charlotte had 
said, Mr Grigson saying that she 
would have to go on it because the 
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government could not afford to 
spend large sums training girls if 
they were going to get pregnant. 
Linda would be seeing the Medical 
Officer tomorrow morning and he 
would put her on the Pill. 

‘Yes Sir,’ Linda replied, weakly, 
once again. Mr Grigson stressed that 
this too was very definitely covered 
by the Official Secrets Act. 

When Mr Grigson had got all this 
out of the way he said that perhaps 
before she went: home another little 
session of office discipline would be 
a good thing. He stood Linda on her 
feet and told her to take down her 
knickers. And so Linda’s first day at 
the office ended with her once more 
upended over Mr Grigson’s lap with 
skirt up and knickers down and that 
large capable hand doing what it 
seemed extremely experienced at 
doing. 

Back at home everyone naturally 
wanted to hear how that first day had 
gone. ‘OK’ said Linda. ‘Pretty good 
really.’ Had it really all happened 
like she remembered it? 

‘Of course it is all covered by the 
Official Secrets Act,’ she added 
rather importantly. 

‘Don't worry,’ said her dad. ‘We 
don’t expect to be told any state 
secrets, Just as long as it went all 
right.” 

‘Oh yes,’ said Linda, blushing 
pink. Had she really come four 
times? Two D-I-Y’s and then twice 
over Mr Grigson’s lap? 

Later in the evening Linda’s boy- 
friend Kevin got the same answer. 
The Official Secrets Act. ‘There’re 
quite a nice bunch though. There’s a 
girl called Charlotte, and my boss...’ 
Linda gave a gulp ‘he’s nice too.’ 

They were sitting watching TV, 
just the two of them as her parents 
had gone out. Just think, thought 
Linda, tomorrow I’m going on the 
Pill. Mr Grigson had explained that 
it was really a precaution. Even if a 
girl wasn’t doing it with her boy- 
friend or whoever, something could 
easily happen. At a party for 
instance if a girl had too much to 
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drink, and then what would she do? 
Linda didn’t go to parties where she 
had too much to drink but she could 
see the logic. She didn’t completely 
like the idea but on the other hand it 
was a very grown-up thing. 
Naturally it would be covered by the 
Official Secrets Act and she wouldn’t 
be able to tell Kevin. 

She gave him a sexy kiss. In spite 
of having come four times today — 
or maybe because of it — Linda was 
feeling a bit randy. She put her hand 
down and began stroking the big 
bulge in the front of Kevin's 
trousers. Then, not looking at Kevin, 
she undid the zip and took it out. 
Linda's thoughts went again to that 
Pill. If she wanted to she would be 
able to do it. The thought sent a hot 
shiver through her. She started 
stroking Kevin's thing and he began 
groaning. He loved her doing this 
but Linda didn’t oblige very often, 
only when she was extra turned on. 

‘How's she progressing, that 
new young girlie?’ 

Two days later, 5.50 in the 
evening, and the speaker is Liz 
Woodbridge, she of the magnificent 
mammaries, though a _ casual 
observer would have to take a second 
look to assure himself of this. Not 
that there are any casual observers 
observing for we are in the well- 
appointed privacy of Mr Grigson’s 
London flat. But Liz might not be 
immediately recognised by, say, her 
workmates or even her husband for 
she is arrayed in schoolgirl uniform, 
almost a parody of one in fact, in that 
the short pleated navy skirt is ultra 
short so as to display her black 
nylons up to their dark welts and 
beyond to the black suspender straps 
spanning soft pale thighs. Her feet 
are in five-inch heeled black court 
shoes. Above the short skirt is a 
white school blouse and a red tie. 
The tie is properly in place but 
behind it the blouse buttons are 
unfastened below the neck and the 
blouse is pulled wide open except for 
the very top. As Liz is also sans bra 
this means that those firmly 
thrusting mammaries are revealed in 
all their fleshly glory, one on either 
side of the red tie. The juttingly 
nippled glands judder heavily as Li 
standing at the side table in Mr 
Grigson’s hallway, leans over to 
reach for the phone. 

‘Have you had her up here yet,” 
she adds, lifting the receiver to a 
delicate ear. 

The word ‘had’ in this context is 
of course ambiguous, one of those 
little quirks of the English language 
which can make it so difficult for 
foreigners. Not that Liz Woodbridge 
is a foreigner, she is a lovely 
country-bred English girl; an 
English rose, tits and all. Nor is Liz’s 
companion a foreigner either for he 
is none other than the owner of this 
flat, Michael Grigson, British 





through and through. But here again 
one might not immediately recognise 
that senior civil servant for he is 
sporting, over his blue pin-stripe, 
the garb of an old-time school- 
master: long black gown and tassel- 
led mortar-board. In his hand, 
appropriately enough, is a lissome- 
looking cane. Mr Grigson gives Liz a 
brief instruction and she bends 
down, resting her forearms on the 
phone table. 

‘Hello darling!’ Bare teats 
pendant, she is now addressing the 
phone, or, more specifically, her 
husband, Gavin, for the number she 
has called is her own. ‘I thought I'd 
check that you got the message. Yes, 
it's a dreadful bore I know, but Mr 
Grigson says this job’s got to be 
finished. Shouldn't be too late, 
though, darling.’ 

Liz is keeping her tone as even as 
possible in the circumstances while 
allowing a proper tinge of regret that 
she is not able to be home seeing to 
her husband’s meal, but of course 
one does have to work late at the 
Ministry from time to time. In their 
two years of marriage Gavin has 
learnt to accept this. Civil servants 
do have to work all sorts of hours and 
as their work is so enveloped in the 
Official Secrets Act there is not much 
point in questioning his wife. 
‘Nothing very exciting,’ she will say 
if he does venture a query. Although 
undoubtedly those duties which take 
place at Mr Grigson’s flat are 
extremely exciting. 

Mr Grigson has abandoned his 
cane and is lifting Liz's short skirt at 
the back to reveal an absence of 
knickers. Her full pale bottom is 
decorated with a number of red cane 
marks which will have to be kept out 
of sight of Gavin when she get's 
home. Mr Grigson is now unzipping 
the trousers of that excellently cut 
suit. 


Liz Woodbridge remains in 


conversation with husband Gavin, 
nothing much, just small talk. The 
fact is that Mr Grigson gets a special 





kick from her phoning her husband 
while he engages in a certain form of 
activity. Some might see this as an 
unpleasant trait but it is just his little 
thing and none of us is perfect. And 
the lot of a senior Ministry official 
can be very taxing. Liz is having 
more difficulty keeping her voice 
calm now for behind her Mr Grigson 
has achieved full and complete 
connection; in the vernacular he is 
properly ‘in the saddle’. She lets 
Gavin do most of the talking while 
covering the phone's mouthpiece in 
order to stop the sound of urgent 
mewling gasps. 

Some five minutes later with 
passion at least temporarily spent 
the two protagonists in our little 
drama are seated in Mr Grigson’s 
sitting room. Liz is still clearly 
curious about the progress of that 
new young clerk. ‘Have you had her 
up here yet, Sir?’ 

Mr Grigson flourishes the cane 
which is once more in his hand. 
‘Remember the Act, my girl; the 
OSA,’ he pronounces jocularly. 

Liz makes a face. ‘Anyway that 
young lady has only been with us a 
couple of days,’ he adds. ‘Give her 
chance to get her breath. And for 
your information yesterday was 
Charlotte’s turn for a spot of 
overtime. Charlotte is a most co- 
operative girl. As you are also, of 
course, Liz.’ 

‘And is our Linda going to be co- 
operative too?’ Liz smiles. 

The cane in Mr Grigson’s hand 
slashes briskly through the air again. 
‘You are being very persistent, 
Mrs Woodbridge. And for that I 
think I shall have to cane you again. 
Yes, and this time we'll have your 
skirt off. Get up please.’ 

Liz gets to her feet with a 
muttered ‘Oh Christ!’ Mr Grigson’s 
cane can be arousing but it is also 
decidedly painful. 

‘Actually,’ says her boss, ‘I 
intend to bring her here tomorrow. 
Do you think Charlotte's uniform will 
fit her?’ 

Charlotte’s uniform is like 
Liz’s only smaller, Liz removes her 
skirt. She is a very fetching sight in 
unbuttoned blouse and tie and her 
black stockings and suspender belt. 
‘I should think so,’ she says, 
‘they're both skinny little things, 
aren't they.’ 

To emphasise that she herself 
does not fit this description Liz 
thrusts out her own melon-heavy 
nude breasts. Mr Grigson does like 
slim girls, she knows, but he is also 
very partial to well-built ones. She 
stands waiting as Mr Grigson 
adjusts his gown and replaces the 
mortarboard. 

‘Now, Miss,’ he intones, ‘You 
have been a very naughty young 
lady.” 
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The pfeyiously-voted item on the 
agenda this having been dealt with 
satisfactorily, “another resolution. is 
proposed and seconded; the vote 
having been taken theonly question 
remaining is whether the scconder 
shall be first or second 
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BLUSHES but sometimes | 

rather wonder if all that is written 
is actually true. | do hope so. What | 
am about to write certainly did 
happen. 

My wife is a marvellous sexual 
partner but does not share my inte- 
rest in spanking. | broached the 
subject once or twice when we were 
first married but she made it clear 
that it was a turn-off for her, so | let 
the matter drop. So | get my outlet 
through magazine reading and there 
is no doubt in my mind that BLUSHES 


| very much enjoy the letters in 
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is tops. Excellent stories and, above 
all, marvellous pictures. The girl 
featured in the shower rooms scenes 
in Blushes Supplement No. 1 was 
absolutely superb. 

But let me get down to my account 
of what happened recently. My wife 
and | usually go out on Friday or 
Saturday nights and have to have a 
babysitter. We normally employ a 
middle-aged ex-nurse but when she 
fell ill recently my wife went looking in 
shop-window ads. to find a substi- 
tute. This turned out more difficult 
than expected. At length it came 





down to having to make use of a 17 
year old girl who lived on the council 
estate about a mile away. My wife 
discreetly checked up on the family 
and it seemed they were quite 


respectable... father at present 
unemployed, mother hard-working in 
a local cafe, three daughters all at 
comprehensive, their ages 13, 16 
and 17. She interviewed the 17 year 
old, whose name was Paula, and 
seemed satisfied. When | picked her 
up in the car the first time, she turned 
out to be quite a pretty, if rather 
sullen, girl wearing a pair of tight but 


scruffy jeans and navy blue jumper. 
Both, | couldn't help noticing, were 
well-filled for a girl of her age. 
Conversation on our short journey 
was limited, to say the least, since our 
interests could scarcely be the same. 
| asked her about school and all she 
said was that she would be glad to 
get out of it. Typical of so many girls 
these days. 

Paula seemed to do her baby- 
sitting job quite well, however, and 
my wife decided we might as well use 
her again, at least until our regular 
recovered. 


It was after the third or fourth time 
that Paula sat for us that my wife — 
her name is Helen, by the way — found 
a gold brooch missing. It was not 
terribly valuable, probably worth 
something between £50 and £75. 
However, she was fond of it and, in 
any event, nobody likes being robbed. 
It was obvious upon whom our suspi- 
cions fell but Helen was against 
challenging the girl openly. “She'd 
deny it anyway,” she said. “Then 
where would we be? Apart from that, 
| may have lost it. | know | was 
wearing it one day during the week. | 





think we'd better forget it.” 

|, though, didn’t forget it and an 
idea formed in my mind. The next day 
| paid a visit to a jeweller in the High 
Street which, | knew, had a small 
pawn-broking business in the rear. 
Since | had a nodding acquaintance 
with the manager, | could speak 
openly. “My wife lost a gold brooch 
yesterday,” | said. “Had anything like 
that in?” 

The man went away and came 
back a few moments later with 
Helen’s brooch. “Came in_ this 
morning. Frankly | was a bit suspi- 
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As the sun sinks slowly behind the 
trees bordering the school grounds, 
Tompkins continues to 
y at her ancient type- 
@ way occasionally to 
selffity. and thinking 






writer, gi 
tears of 
miserably of her next encounter with 
Mr Collingwood. 








cious. Want me to report the matter?” 

“Girl in blue jeans, was it?” | asked 
and he nodded. 

“Only a kid,” he said. “| gave her 
twenty quid for it.” 

| thought rapidly. “Don’t report it 
for the moment,” | said. “I don’t want 
to get the girl into more trouble than 
need be. Just let me have the ticket 
and I'll deal with the matter.” 

“Just as you like.” | gave him his 
money, he gave me the ticket. It 
would be money well spent if my plan 
worked out. 

Later that week | picked up Paula 
on her way back from school. It was 
the first time | had seen her out of 
those faded blue jeans. She had on 
jacket, shirt and a grey skirt. Natural- 
ly, she was a bit startled when | called 
out to her and opened the car door. 
Probably thought | was a kerb- 
crawler at first but, when she recog- 
nised me, she got in. Our Paula was 
even more startled, not to say 
dismayed, when | produced the pawn 
ticket. She went deathly pale and her 
hand flew to her mouth. 

“What have you got to say about 
this, young lady?” | demanded. 

“Oh I'm sorry... | know | 
shouldn't... but we're so short of 
money. Dad's out of work, you know.” 

| laughed. “Don't try and kid me 
you gave that £20 to your family, 
Paula. You spent it on yourself.” 

The girl began to cry. Fake or 
genuine | couldn't say. “Don’t tell 
anyone... please... please. You see it’s 
not the first time. |... I'll go to prison.” 

“Will you, indeed,” | said, feeling a 
happy surge of confidence. 

“Yes... | know | will. But before 
that, my Dad will belt the living 
daylights out of me. Please... let me 
off this once. |... I'll make it up to you 
somehow.” 

All this made pleasant listening 
for | now knew | had Paula just where! 
wanted her. Moreover, she had made 
it clear that she was a girl who had 
been thrashed before in her life. “I will 
think this thing over, Paula,” | said. “! 
don't like the idea of a young girl 
going to prison. You will come to our 
house at seven o'clock on Friday 
evening. But don’t come to the front 
door. Go along Copsem Lane which 
runs at the end of the garden and use 
the gate you find there. I'll be 
waiting.” 

“Oh thank you... thank you...” she 
cried and, for a moment, | thought 
she was going to fling her arms 
around me. She did not seem at all 
concerned by the clandestine 
instructions | had given her. 

“Seven o'clock, Friday, then,” | 
said as she opened the car door. | saw 
anice piece of white thigh as she got 








out. “And don't be late”. 

Paula wasn’t late and | was 
waiting. Earlier in the week, | had 
suggested to Helen that she take the 
kids down to her grandmother who 
lived in the West Country and she had 
readily agreed. The coast was clear, 
you might say. 

“Go into that shed, Paula” | 
ordered. This was quite a large 
wooden garden shed which doubled 
as a workshop. 

“In there? What for?” 

“Just do as | say.” 

In she went and | followed, locking 
the door behind me, pulling a shutter 
down over the only window and then 
turning ona light. “What is this?” she 
asked sullenly. “What's going on? 
Why are we in here?” She was back in 
those tight blue jeans and the navy 
jumper | had first seen her in. 

“Because, Paula,” | said, “I intend 
to give you the hiding your Dad would 
have given you.” She blanched and 
gasped at that. “The only difference 
is, there'll be no report to the police 
afterwards.” She swallowed hard, 
obviously weighing things up. 

“It's not right,” she said sulkily. “A 
stranger shouldn't do things like that 
to a girl. With Dad it’s different.” 

“It's the only way out for you, 
Paula.” | took the ticket out of my 
pocket. “We can go round to your 
house right now, if you wish.” 

“No!” Her voice was urgent. That 
was certainly the last thing she 
wanted. She hung her head. “Alright 
then,” she said at last. “Let's get it 
over with.” 

“It's not as simple as that, Paula,” | 
said. “Don’t imagine, for what you 
have done, you are going to get off 
with a spanking. You'll be making 
three visits to this shed — at intervals 
— before you get that ticket back.” 

“Oh that's not fair!” she protested, 
her light brown eyes suddenly 
blazing angrily. “You're a beast! A 
horrible beast!” 

“| should watch my tongue, if | 
were you, Paula. You're not exactly in 
a strong bargaining position.” 

She clenched her hands; her 
breasts heaved up and down under 
that jumper. But she knew she was 
defeated. “What are you going to do 
then?” she asked, a shade tremulous- 
ly. 





| felt the bubble of excitement 
welling up in me. It was all going to 
happen, just as | had planned. For 
once | was going to have to fantasise 
with the help of a magazine. “This 
evening, Paula,” | relied, trying to 
keep my voice steady, “| am simply 
going to give you a spanking. A good 
one, mark you. And on your bare 
bottom.” 


“Oh no... not on the bare! I'ma big 
girl now...’ That was very evident, | 
thought, smiling and saw her flush. 

“On the bare”, | said. 

“Can't |... k-keep my knickers on. 
They're quite thin...” 

“No,” he answered emphatically. 
“Now let's stop wasting time, Paula. | 
imagine a good spanking from me 
will be far less painful than a belting 
from your Dad.” She seemed to 
consider and agree with that. “Now, 
let's have those jeans off first.” 

| sat down on a straight-backed 
wooden chair in surroundings which 
were so familiar. There was the musty 
smell of wood, of linseed oil, of creo- 
sote. | had spent many happy times in 
that shed but this looked like being 
one of the happiest of all! 

With her back to me, Paula 
wriggled down the tight jeans, then 
stepped out of them. She had an 
excellent plump bottom and strong 
thighs. It was true what she had said 
about the knickers; they were no 
more than a pale blue wisp covering 
no more than half her cheeks and 
slicing tautly into her cleft. Neverthe- 
less, they were coming off. Then 
Paula turned and walked hesitantly 
towards me. A dark pubic V was 
visible through the thin material. 

“Please let me...” she began. But 
with a sudden movement, | pulled her 
down across my knees, clamping her 
waist with my left arm. There, right 
before me, was that plump bottom, 
bouncing and joggling as she 
struggled to escape. 

“Since you won't take your 
knickers off, girl,” | said, “I'll do it for 
you.” | got hold of the thin elastic and 
tugged sharply. It snapped. | couldn't 
have cared less. | ripped the rest of 
the flimsy briefs in half. Her bottom 
was bare. | savoured the sight of it; 
ran my hand over it. This was a 
moment | had so often dreamed 
about. 

“You beast.... you beast!” she was 
half sobbing. “Oh get on with it... get 
it over...” 

“There's no hurry, my girl,” | said, 
feeling the tingling of my nerves as | 
patted her right buttock cheek. “Oh... 
and by the way, Paula, this shed is 
double-walled and virtually sound 
proof. So you can yell as much as you 
like.” 

| raised my hand and brought it 
down on that soft, white buttock 
cheek. 

Sssppplllaaattt! A red splodge 
appeared; she gasped. 

Sssppplllaaattt! The left cheek 
got it this time. Another red splodge 
appeared and she gasped again. 

Sssppplllaaattt! This time, right 
across the centre. Oh how those 
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cheeks were rolling and quivering! 
This time an “oowwing” sound came 
from Paula. 

Ssppllaatt! Ssppllaatt! Ssppllaatt! 
Now | delivered three hard slaps in 
rapid succession, placing them more 
or less where | had the first three. 

“Abh.... OOWWWW..... aa@a@AHHH!” 
she yelped. “Stop... that’s enough!” 

| let out a guffaw. “Enough? Don't 
be stupid, young lady... I've hardly 
started yet...” 

“Oh God... how many are you 
going to give me?” 

“| haven't decided, Paula,” | 
replied. “All| do know is that, tonight, 
you're going to find out what a really 
good spanking is like.” 

Then, gripping her even more 
firmly, | began to smack her bottom 
methodically. Dealing with each 
cheek alternately, | laid the slaps from 
the top down to where the bottom 
joined her thighs. She yelped and 
struggled constantly, kicking out too, 
her whole bottom a constant mess of 
juddering flesh. When there was 
scarcely a speck of white skin to be 
seen, | began to smack the centre of 
the squirming bottom again. 

“Stooo...000ppp....coowWWwW.... 
| c-can’'t stand any m- 
ooowwww..... ssstttooppp... 
"ll do anything... but just 
sto0oo...ppp... Ooowww!” 

It certainly was fortunate that that 
shed was well sound proofed and 
also well away from any neighbours. 
To be honest, | just don’t know how 
many slaps! gave the girl. | simply got 
carried away with the sheer excite- 
ment of it all. Wouldn’t you have 
done? Smacking a young girl's bare 
bottom for the first time in your life? It 
was a quite marvellous experience, | 
can tell you. Perhaps | gave her thirty 
slaps. Maybe forty. It doesn’t matter 
anyway. All| know is | didn’t stop until 
my hand was unbearably burning 
hot... so you can imagine how Paula’s 
far more tender bottom must have 
felt! 

After | finally let her go, she fell to 
her knees on the floor, both hands 
pressing and pressing to her burning 
cheeks. Her head hung down, the 
brown hair straggling, and she 
sobbed her heart out. It was some 
time before she stood up stiffly and 
began to pull on her jeans. As she 
bent to do so, she gave mea splendid 
insight into young charms. 

“Sorry about the knickers,” | said 
jovially. “I'll bring you another pair 
next time you come.” 

“There... mmmffff... mmmfff.... 
there won't be another t- 
time... mmmmfff...” she sobbed. 

“Oh yes there will, Paula. Just 
think about it. You know the alterna- 
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tive.” 

“She went on sobbing for quite a 
while but then seemed resigned to 
what | had said. “You're horrible...” 
she said as she went to the door. 
“Unlock this please.” 

Happily | did so. “I'll be in touch, 
Paula.” | called into the night. 

During the next week, | was puzz- 
ling out how | could get Helen to take 
another week-end off (without arou- 
sing any suspicions) when Fate took a 
hand. Now it was my wife who fell ill. 
Hepatitis it was and that can be pretty 
debilitating and you take a long time 
to get your strength back. As a result, 
another visit to the West Country 
became an essential, quite apart from 
my wishes. The Doctor 
recommended a three-week break 
and that suited me just fine. 

On the very day that Helen left, | 
got a note to Paula. “Friday night next. 
Seven o'clock sharp. Same place.” 
Naturally, | didn’t sign it or anything 
like that. | even typed it. The girl 
would know who it was from alright! 
What was more, | was perfectly confi- 
dent she would keep the appoint- 
ment. Now that she had started, it 
only made sense to see it through. 

All the same, | have to admit, in 
the half-light of that evening, | waited 
rather tensely at the end of my elon- 
gated, somewhat dilapidated garden. 
Distantly, | heard a church clock 
strike seven. Already she was late. 
Last time she'd been a few minutes 
early. Time ticked away; it grew 
darker. Silence. | was becoming 
impatient. Also annoyed. At the same 
time, | still held a trump card. That 
pawn ticket. | could play it anytime. 

It must have been ten past seven 
when | heard the creak of my iron 
rear-gate being pushed open. Relief 
and excitement flooded me with 
equal measure. So, young Paula had 
plucked up enough courage to come 
and take her medicine again, had 
she? | turned on a torch | had 
brought... and there she was, not in 
her faded jeans this time but still in 
her school uniform. Her hands were 
crossed demurely in front, over her 
grey skirt. 

“You're late, Paula,” | said. 

“They kept me behind after 
school,” she responded. 

“| don't believe it. School finished 
at half past four.” 

“| had to do gym. Then an hour's 
detention.” 

“Oh well, whatever you say. One 
way and another, you seem to be a bit 
of a rebel. Into the shed with you. 
Sharp.” 

In we went. Those familiar smells 
again. Door locked, blind drawn, light 


on. Perfect. The second Act in the 
little play | had devised was about to 
begin. Paula, | saw, stood nervously, 
fingers now entwined. Her large, 
rather luminous pale brown eyes 
were regarding me with a mixture of 
fear and pleading. 

“You... were rather hard on me 
last time, Mr Blake,” she said. 

“A matter of opinion,” | replied 

“Can't you let me off the rest? | 
mean...” 

“No!” | said emphatically. “For 
what you did, you are to be punished 
Paula. Isn't it better to be punished 
privately rather than publicly?” she 
made no reply to this. “Take off that 
jacket,” | ordered. Off it came and was 
laid on my workbench. Her blouse 
was of pale yellow above the grey 
skirt. Her high, rounded breasts really 
were most remarkably prominent. | 
could clearly see her nipples. 
“Tonight,” | continued, “you are going 
to get one of my belts across your 
bottom...” 

“Oh no... not a belt... plea....sse!” 

Obviously her father’s ministra- 
tions with his belt were still vivid in 
her mind. “Lucky for you, it isn’t a very 
broad one,” | said. “Still it is made of 
real leather. That burns rather hotter 
than plastic, | reckon.” | produced one 
of the numerous belts | possessed. It 
was thin and no more than an inch 
wide. | folded it over into a double 
thickness. 

“Oh no... please...” 

“Only eight, Paula,” | announced. 
“And two of those are for being late.” 
“It's not fair... it's not right...” 

“What's more, if there’s any more 
procrastination, it will be ten. | want 
you with your skirt up and your 
knickers down. Then across my work- 
bench.” 

She must have seen | was in a 
determined mood for her hands went 
up under her skirt and down came a 
pair of thickish knickers of the same 
colour. Grey. Not the most attractive 
of schoolgirl outfits, | considered. 
Paula moved to my rough-topped 
working bench. 

“Not... not 
pleaded. 

“Just bend over, young lady,” | 
said. Paula bent over, sobbing now. 
“Pull up your skirt... high.” 

Paula pulled it up. There was her 
plump young bottom naked again. 
Little tufts of brown pubic. Delicious. 
The soft flesh suddenly gave a quive- 
ring quake of dread. | tucked the hem 
of her skirt into its waistband. Then, 
gently | laid my doubled belt over that 
curvaceous bottom. It gave another, 
and more violent, quivering-quake. 
Wonderful to behold. | drew back. | 
would not be too hard on her, but | 








t-too hard," she 


would not be lenient. My belt swung 
up and down. 

Thwwwacckkk! 

It hit her square across both 
buttock cheeks and, instantly, she 
lost the grip she had taken on the far 
side of my bench, falling squirming to 
her knees on the shed floor. “O- 
ohh...ooohhh... that h-hurt...” she 
gasped, pressing hands to the bright 
red welt | had just raised. | guessed, 
however, that it had not hurt as much 
as a swipe across the bum from her 
Dad's belt which, if | knew anything 
about working men, would be consi- 
derably broader and thicker than 
mine, even when doubled. 

“Take your time, Paula,” | advised. 
“There are seven more like that to 
come.” 

“Oh how can you be s-so cruel... 
oh how c-can you?” 

“lam not being cruel, | am 
teaching you a lesson, Paula,” | 
answered with a calm that | did not 
exactly feel. Slowly but surely that 
lush young bottom was being 
presented to me again. Flinching and 
twitching with apprehension. 
Waiting and dreading my next stroke. 

In fact, | kept young Paula waiting 
quite some time. The spectacle of 
that soft-quivering buttock flesh was 
too good to cut short. 

| suppose it must have taken 
something like ten minutes, or evena 
quarter of an hour, to give Paula those 
eight strokes with a doubled belt. 
Every one of them made her yell 
louder; every one of them had her 
kicking and squirming down on to the 
floor, clasping hands to her buttocks. 
Each time she more reluctantly 
draped herself over my bench; yet 
each time she managed to make 
herself do it. 

The last two stripes | raised fell 
across the join of her nates and her 
thigh-tops... and these seemed to 
give her the most anguish of all. She 
begged and begged not to receive 
the last, but she got it all the same. 

“Unpunctuality is the thief of 
time,” | said pompously as she 
squirmed and wept on her knees 
before me after the final stroke. “It 
also adds to your punishment.” 


Since Helen was going to be away 
for another few weeks, there was no 
need to be in a hurry about Paula’s 
next visit. | must admit, though, | 
couldn't resist summoning her back 
to my shed the following Friday. This 
third punishment was to be a caning, 
| had already decided. Unfortunately, 
| hadn't got a proper school cane... 
the whippy sort, you understand. All| 
had got was some slim pea-sticks 


and decided that they would have to 
do. Cutting one across my own palm! 
reckoned such an instrument, though 
amateurish, would be adequately 
painful. 

That following Friday, Paula was 
bang on time. She’d learnt one 
lesson, anyway! | showed her the 
cane and she looked real petrified. 
“I... I've never been caned before!” 
she exclaimed. 

“Well, now you're going to be, 
Paula,” | said. “Let’s have those jeans 
down.” Yes, she was wearing them 
yet again! 

“Not the cane! Not on my bare bot! 
Oh that's too awful...” 

“Six of the best, Paula,” said. 
“Now, come along... then it will all be 
over.” But would it? Something was 
already nibbling away lustfully in the 
depths of my mind. 

“Mr Blake... must you? | m-mean... 
couldn't you... couldn't we...” 

That nibbling became a gnawing, 
but | resisted it. “Paula,” | said firmly, 
“you will remove your jeans and your 
knickers, then you will bend over right 
here and touch your toes.” | tapped 
the shed floor with my pea-stick.” Oh 
what a pity it wasn’t one of those nice 
flexible rods! 

“Oooohhh....” It was a cry of 
despair and resignation. Down came 
the jeans and down came the 
knickers. Little pink briefs, this time. 

“Right down... keep your legs 
straight...” 

Paula’s plump bottom still just 
faintly reddened from the strapping | 
had given her, curved tautly before 
me. Superb! Everything a man witha 
cane in his hand could ask for! 

Sswwwee....sssiiiiccckkkk! 

“Yeeeooowww...cooowwww 

“Yyeeeooowww! Paula's was 
jumping up and down, clasping at the 
twin-tracked weal | had just raised 
over her juddering backside. Her 
breasts bounced wildly under her 
jumper. It would, | thought in that 
moment, have been delightful if they 
had been bared. “Oh... oh... no... no... 
that... that hurts t-too much...” 

“Don't be absurd, girl’, | said 
snappily. “If this were a proper cane, 
you'd really know all about it! Now.... 
bend over again!” 

“For God's sake... can’t you let me 
off... can’t we....” 

“Bend over, Paula. Do not imagine 
you can divert me from my purpose.” 
She bent ....oh so reluctantly... and | 
gave it to her again. Harder, if 
anything. 

Swwweee...sssswwwiiickkk! 

As she jumped and squirmed, 
yelling out again, | noticed that the 
pea-stick had split at its tip. Obvious- 
ly too dry. | selected another from the 


pile stacked slanting in one corner of 
my shed. 

“Are you going to steal ever again, 
Paula?” | demanded. 

“No...nooo.... never!” 

“Good. I'm glad to hear it. Now 
bend over again.” 

“Oh don’t make me! Don't!” 

All the same, | did make her. | also 
made her touch her toes properly and 
keep her legs straight. That way her 
bottom was curving as tautly as 
possible. The way | wanted it. 

Yes, there was a lot of fuss... a lot 
of pleading and gasping and crying 
out with pain... before young Paula 
had had her ration. But, on reflection, 
| suppose she took each of her 
punishments quiet well. A lot of girls 
of her age would have gone berserk 
or found it quite impossible to 
endure. Probably the fact that her 
Dad had used a heavy hand on her 
during her formative years had a lot 
to do with that. 

“Well, Paula,” said in avuncular 
fashion as she pulled on her briefs 
and jeans yet again, “That's all over 
now. | am sure it has been a painful 
experience but | am also sure you will 
benefit from it in the long run.” 

She was wiping tears from her 
eyes as | handed her the pawn ticket. 
Her sullen little mouth twisted to one 
side. “You keep it,” she said. “You 
never know, | might go off the rails 
again.” 

| was astonished. “You mean... 
you mean...” 

“You know what | mean, Mr 
Blake,” she said, suddenly bold and 
looking older than her years. “Missus 
is away for another fortnight at least, 
isn't she? That's hard on a man.” 
There was a knowing little smile. 
“Next Friday then? Same time... same 
place?” 

She opened the shed door and 
slipped out into the night. Briefly | 
saw the seductive swing of hind- 
quarters | had come to know so well. 

| was momentarily stunned. 

And definitely delighted! 





39 





er set of 
nd down an unlit corridor 
|, Amanda could feel the 
v at start as she stood outside 
the dor, her heart pounding and her 
breath co) ning in short gasps. What she 
was doing was stupid, she knew, but it 
was the only way she and her chums 
Vicky and Susan would get through the 
‘€xam.in two days’ time. 
Amanda’s.two years at sixth form 
; lege had been.a chequered affair, 
with bouts of hard work tempered by 
long periods of inactivity, frustrating 
her tutor - who knew she could do the 
. work - and irritating Amanda herself. 
Now the crunch had come. With just 48 
hours to the final exams for her history ' 
A-level, Amanda had done virtually no f aaa 
revision. She was not alone, for Vicky Y AS 
and Susan had also spent more time out 
enjoying themselves than they had 
revising or doing the work set them by 
their tutors. 

It had been a collective decision, 
and Amanda had drawn the short straw. 
They had all decided that one of their 
number must somehow get into the 
secretary’s office where the exam 
papers were kept under lock and key, 
remove the relevant papers and photo- 
copy them, and return them to the 
sealed folder from which they came. 
No easy task. Which was how Amanda 
came to be standing in the darkened 
corridor outside that all-important 
office one Friday evening, long after 
everyone else had left for the 
weekend... 

Her hand reached out for the door 
handle, and with a sigh of relief 
Amanda turned it and pushed the door 
open. At least the bloody door wasn’t 

_eocked, she thought to herself. Swin- 
~~ ging the small torch round the room, 
~ she quickly located the filing cabinet 

where Vicky had told her Mrs Stevens 
pt the exam papers when they were 
eived from the Examination Board. 












Sloppy administrative procedures 
meant that the college had no safe and 
the secretary didn’t even bother to lock 
the filing cabinet. She relied on her 
skills of consistently filing material in 
the wrong place to confuse anyone 
intent on dishonesty. 

Amanda stepped up to the filing 
cabinet and pulled open the top drawer: 
again, Vicky’s information had been 
correct, for the papers’ brown wrapper 
was right there, filed appropriately 
under ‘Administration Personnel’. 

Swiftly, Amanda pulled out the 
bulging pack of papers, and sorted 
through to find the two slim envelopes 
containing the history papers. Both 
were, of course, sealed. But Susan had 
figured that out too. 

After filling the kettle in the corner 
of the office with water, Amanda 
turned it on and waited for it to boil. In 
a couple of minutes, she was able to 
hold the tape seal on the flap of the 
envelope against the spout of the kettle 
as it belched steam. The seal peeled 
back easily, and she applied the flap of 
the envelope gently to the spout. In no 
time, she had the thing open and pulled 
the papers out. 

There they were: “General Certifi- 
cate Examination. Advanced Level. 
History 1”. Gold-dust! The photoco- 
py whirred and clicked as it warmed up, 
until Amanda was able to extract the 
required three copies of the History 1 
paper out of its warm mouth. She 
slipped the originals back in the enve- 
lope and took out the thick glue Susan 
had given her to reseal the thing. A 
generous dab to the flap, and a smear to 
the paper seal, were all that was 
required to make the envelope appear 
pristine. But just to make sure, she 
placed it under a heavy reference book 
on the shelf to keep everything flat 
while it dried. 

The entire process was well under 
way on the second envelope of history 
papers when Amanda heard footsteps 
in the corridor outside the office. Her 
heart hammered and a lump came into 
her throat. She switched off the photo- 
copier and the kettle, slid the filing 
cabinet almost shut - afraid it would 
make too much noise closing comple- 
tely - and huddled herself behind it. 

The steps passed the office by: she 
could see the figure of the caretaker 
through the glass panel in the door. 
Suddenly the steps stopped, and she 
heard him turn and come back to the 
office, barely believing it as the torch 
he was carrying swept over the door. 

“Funny,” she heard him mumble, as 
the handle turned and he stepped into 
the office. He didn’t turn on the light, 
merely passed the beam of his torch 
round the room until it stopped on the 
wisp of steam still coming from the 
kettle: “Bloody funny.” 


Walking to the kettle, he lent over 
and touched it, flinching at the pain of 
contact with its hot surface: “Christ, it’s 
hot!” he exclaimed. The torch stabbed 
the gloom of the office, and it was a 
matter of seconds before Amanda was 
discovered squatting in a heap by the 
filing cabinet, her face screwed up into 
a grimace with the fear of exposure. 

Another exclamation: “Good 
Lord.. who’s that... stand up... whattya 
doin’ here”. A nervous stream of orders 
and questions came from the startled 
caretaker as Amanda got to her feet. He 
walked over to the doorand snapped on 
the light, and they both blinked in the 
sudden brightness. 

“Just what the hell do you think 
you're doing, young lady?” 

“Well, I...” Amanda began. 

The man’s eyes fell on the brown 
examination package by the photo- 
copier, and his head nodded sagely: “A 
little preview, was it? Not thinking of 
cheating were you?” 

He touched the photocopier with 
the flat of his hand and nodded again as 
he felt the warmth. “Well, well, so you 
are up to something.” 

“J... L... that is, we...” 

“WE? Who’s we?” asked the care- 
taker. 

“Look, Mr Rogers, I know this looks 
bad, but...” 

“T know... you can explain. Well, 
explain away, young miss. I’m liste- 
ning. It’s Travis, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Mr Rogers, Amanda Travis. 
Look, I was just hoping to get a look at 
the history papers... I wasn’t...” 

“What a load of bullshit. You've 
had the photocopier going, and I’ve no 
doubt that if I looked in your bag I'd 
find copies of other papers too. Am I 
right?” 

“Yes” came the unwilling reply. 

“Well, you're in for the high-jump, 
my girl. It’s a pity they don’t still have 
the cane at this place, ‘cos now you'll 
just be up for expulsion.” 

“Expulsion? But they can’t do that!” 
wailed Amanda, 

“Tl never be able to retake these 
exams, and Dad’ll kill me!” 

“Very likely. But I think the head 
will have first kill: and you'll be out. 
Now pick up your things and get going. 
You’d better let me have the papers 
you’ve copied already first.” 

“Look, Mr Rogers, do you have to 
tell the Headmaster. It’s just that we’ve 
all worked bloody hard this year, and it 
would be such a pity if the whole thing 
went down the pan because of one 
stupid mess-up.” 

“You keep talking about ‘we’. Who 
is ‘we’?” 

“I can’t tell you that! It’s just that 
they’re relying on me, and I’ve let them 
down. Oh, Christ, this is a nightmare!” 

“] want their names, Travis. Now,” 


the caretaker insisted. 

“Tl give you their names if you 
don’t report them too. There’s no point 
in all of us getting into trouble. OK?” 

Rogers thought quickly: “OK. Who 
are they?” 

“Victoria Lushington and Susan 
Hatcher.” Silence. 

“Mr Rogers?” Amanda paused, “I 
don’t suppose there’s anyway I could 
persuade you not to report me 
tomorrow, is there?” she smiled. 

Rogers, in his late forties, could not 
deny he had noticed the attractive form 
of Amanda Travis around the college. 
She was in the habit of wearing tight- 
fitting jeans or slacks in the winter, and 
a series of dazzlingly short ra-ra skirts 
in the summer, all of which served to 
emphasise the slimness and length of 
her legs and the swelling roundness of 
her rump, which bounced delightfully 
under the ra-ra and jutted provocatively 
in the jeans, 

As Amanda spoke, he noticed for 
the first time that her dark blue shirt 
had mysteriously become partially 
unbuttoned to expose the upper curve 
of her breasts and the splendid cleavage 
which accompanied them. The girl 
patently wasn’t wearing a bra, and the 
smoothly rounded form of both firm 
globes could be seen clearly. 

“Travis... you’re wasting your time” 
he said. 

Amanda realised her mistake, and 
swiftly changed tack: 

Look, Mr Rogers, I realise you have 
to report me. But the only reason for 
reporting me is so that I am punished 
for what I’ve done. Isn’t that right?” 

“Yes,” he agreed. 

“Well, as you said, they don’t have 
the cane here anymore, and I don’t 
want to be expelled, so I thought you 
might find another way of dealing with 
me yourself. I mean, we both agree I 
deserve to be punished.” 

“A sound thrashing is what you 
deserve, young lady,” came the 
response. 

“Well... yes” Amanda _ hesitated. 
She’d had a good spanking in mind. ‘A 
sound thrashing’ seemed a little 
ominous. But she couldn’t stop now. 
He was obviously interested... 
“Whatever you say, Mr Rogers, only 
you don’t have to report me, do you, if 
I’ve been ... well, thrashed?” 

“No, I suppose not.” 

Amanda breathed an audible sigh 
of relief, and instinctively reached up to 
button her shirt a little higher. At least 
that wouldn’t be necessary. 

“We'd better tidy up here first, 
Travis, then I’ll deal with you downs- 
tairs.” 

Amanda thanked her lucky stars 
that she’d worn jeans this particular 
summer evening: a ra-ra would have 
offered little protection from Mr 
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Rogers’ intentions. But what if he told 
her to get them off? She shrugged her 
shoulders. She’d cross that bridge when 
she came to it. 

A few moments later, the girl and 
the caretaker had finished their work in 
the secretary’s office and Rogers turned 
to Amanda: 

“You wait here, my girl, while I lock 
up, and then we'll finish this little 
episode off with your comeuppance. 
Take a seat in the headmaster’s study, 
and draw the curtains, would you?” 

“OK, Mr Rogers.” 

Little did Amanda realise that Mr 
Rogers had been given the task of 
getting rid of the punishment canes two 
years ago when they were banned at the 
college. So three slender, whippy 
malacca canes had passed into his 
hands, and he had looked after them in 
his office locker ever since, wrapped in 
linseed-oil-soaked cloths and secured 
in brown paper and plastic. This would 
be their first activity for some time, and 
a more appositely rounded target it 
would be difficult to find. 

Roger locked up the exterior doors 
to the main block, and went down to his 
office where he unwrapped the package 
and took out the longest of the three 
canes, slipping the crook handle over 
his wrist and swishing it experimentally 
through the air at an imaginary target, 
as he had done a number of times 
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before. Only this time, his fantasy of 
using the stinging implement for real 
was about to become reality... 

Amanda turned in her seat and 
stood as Mr Rogers arrived in the 
head’s study. She had drawn the 
curtains carefully: even though they 
were on the first floor and on an 
internal court-yard, she didn’t want 
some stray dog-walker to catch sight of 
her plight. It took a moment for her to 
realise that he was carrying a cane, 
which he placed on the desk. 

“That’s a cane, Mr Rogers. You're 
not...?” 

“You're right, Travis. It is. And I 
am. A thrashing I promised, and a thra- 
shing it shall be. Unless you want to 
ignore our earlier agreement, of 
course.” 

“No, no, we agreed...” Amanda’s 
voice tailed off. Her bottom felt 
suddenly very large and very defence- 
less. This was just awful. 

“First, though, I want you to call 
your two colleagues in crime, 
Lushington and Hatcher, and tell them 
to report to the main block entrance in 
30 minutes. You can tell them what you 
like, but I want them here. Under- 
stood?” 

“Yes, sir,” she blurted automatical- 
ly as his dominant tone made her 
almost jump to the phone on the desk. 
Her eyes dropped sideways to the glea- 





ming length of malacca: she found it 
hard to believe that it would shortly be 
used on her own backside. 

Dialling Vicky’s number, she was 
glad that Vicky herself came to the 
‘phone: 

“Vicky? Trouble. I’ve been caught 
by the caretaker, and he knows we’re all 
involved... Doesn’t matter how.... It’s 
just that he’s agreed not to report it if 1 
take the cane. Yes, dummy, the cane. I 
know how old I am, thanks. Well of 
course it'll be on the bum” she turned 
for confirmation to Rogers, who 
nodded slowly, “but the thing is, he 
wants you and Susan up here at the 
main block entrance in half an hour. I 
don’t know if you'll get the stick too. I 
should think so.” Again she turned for 
confirmation. 

“If she wishes to avoid being 
reported in the morning,” whispered 
Rogers. 

“Sorry, Vicks, the answer's yes, if 
you don’t want to be reported. Can you 
call Sue for me, and explain what’s 
happened. And don’t be late. It’s ten 
now: can you make it for half past? 
Well, you'll just have to walk it... Wear 
Jeans,” she hissed, finally, and replaced 
the receiver. 

“Are you going to cane them, too, 
sir?” she asked. She didn’t understand 
why she called him ‘sir’. It just seemed 
appropriate in the circumstances and in 


ly a prise to 
ybediently undid the 
wriggled quickly out of 


at the small of her back. The caretaker 
walked in front of her and picked the 
cane off the desk. He bent it experi- 
mentally each way, and Amanda’s 
eyebrows lifted at the springy flexibility 
of the instrument. This was going to be 
i Siseiianany spanking with 
Slipper: How manyam 
sh@ asked, brushing@ 
hair off her face 
@asts to quiver 
do you thi 
manda?” he aske 
iesuppose it’s r 
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“No, do as you're told and take 
them off immediately.” 

With great hesitation Amanda 
realised she had no choice in the matter 
and did as she was ordered. 

“OK sir? Shall I bend down now?” 
she asked. 

“Yes, do that.” 

Amanda swung forwards and down, 
her hair falling to cover her face, until 
finally she was bent fully over gripping 
her ankles, her feet together, her legs 
taut and straight. The bleached peach 
fuzz on her sun-tanned legs gave way to 
the two pale rounds of her buttocks, 
still fleshy even in her classic posture. 

“Bend right over” 

Amanda obediently shifted posi- 
tion and pushed her fingers onto her 
toes, looking back past her legs to see 
the man take up his position by her left 
hip and start by spanking her bare 
bottom. 

Ouch! She had forgotten just how 
much it hurt. 

Then out came the cane: He swung 
the cane in practice arcs, making a 
slight swooshing sound, to land with a 
slight tap across her bare rump. The 
cane dropped down to his side. 

“How many strokes are you to 
receive, Travis?” he asked. 

“Eight of the best, sir. Sorry, the very 
best, sir,” replied the girl. 

“Right you are. And I want you to 
call out the strokes as you are ready to 
receive them, one at a time, one to 
eight. If any strokes are not given 
correctly because you move or stand 
up, you will receive an extra two 
strokes. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, sir. I'm ready.” Amanda 
bobbed up briefly, rubbed the sweating 
palms of her hands on her thighs, and 
bent again to resume her position. 
There was a long pause. 

Then: “ONE!” A loud high-pitched 
“Swwwittt” and a meaty “Thwwack” as 
the cane travelled down and landed full 
across its bare target. The teenager 
swayed briefly onto her toes, gave a 
gasp, gritted her teeth, and said 
“TWO!” 

Again, the caretaker lifted the sprin- 
gy malacca and slashed it down to 
unwrap eagerly round the well-fleshed 
18 year old’s buttocks. He was glad he 
had gone to the trouble of binding the 
handle with electrical tape: it made 
accurate positioning of each stroke 
remarkably easy despite the flexibility 
of the malacca. 

Two tramlines now traversed both 
cheeks, the tip of the second stroke 
having landed just short of the girl’s 
right hip causing a deep weal: “Christ, 
that stings!” she exclaimed. 

“It’s supposed to sting, Amanda. 
I’m afraid it stings a great deal more 
than your uncle’s hairbrush, but a cane 
is designed for the job.” 





“You're telling me!” she agreed 
“but how the hell did I get into this. Just 
wait until I see Sue and Vicky!” 

“They'll be feeling much the same 
as you shortly. Let’s get on with it, 
please.” 

“Sorry sir. How many have I had?” 

“Two” 


“God, is that all? THREE, then!” 
The cane lashed down across the 





fleshiest part of Amanda’s buttocks, 
sinking into the supple flesh and 
leaving the undisguised trademark of 
its visit as a swiftly reddening tramline 
of pain. | 

“Wow. FOUR!” 

The girl started to wobble before 
the stoke arrived, causing Mr Rogers to 
order her to keep still before he dealt 
the fourth blow. 

“You can stand up for a moment, 
Travis, if you wish, and take a breather, 
well done. Half way there.” 

“Thank you Mr Rogers.” She shot to 
her feet and rubbed vigorously at the 
soft roundness of her bare cheeks to 
ease the smarting pain. The caretaker 
watched as she hitched her knickers up 
again and bent over without being told. 
Here was a game one, he thought. 

“FIVE!” she almost shouted. It 
arrived with a whoosh and a touch of 
fire appeared across the lowest curve of 
her bottom just above the crease of her 
thighs. The flesh here was tanned from 
Amanda’s high-cut bikini pants, but it 
still formed part of her buttocks and 
was a part of the target. That stroke 
would ensure that the teenager’s 
sunbathing was curtailed - ina bikini at 
any rate - for the next week or so, until 
the marks faded. 

“God, that was a bit low, sir: is it on 
my bum, or doesn’t it count?” she asked 
anxiously. 

“It was right on target, girl. Your 
bottom’s quite big enough for eight 
strokes without crossing them over or 


caning the backs of your legs.” 

“SIX, sir!” Another stroke across 
the lower curve, just above the last. 

“SEVEN!” her voice lifted another 
semi-tone. 

“Swwitt...thwaacckkk!” There was a 
slight gleam of linseed oil on the girl’s 
unprotected rear from the cane, which 
caught the light. 

Finally, after a long pause during 
which Rogers allowed the cane to stay 
aloft: 





SIGHT!” and down it came to bite 
deep into the fleshiest part again, just 
below the third stroke. 

“Wow... Christ... it burns like hell!” 
complained Amanda, without moving 
her position: “Is that it?” 

“Yes, you can stand up now. Well 
taken I must say. I hope your friends are 
as self-controlled.” 

“I doubt it,” was the bitter reply, as 
she rubbed gently at the glowing 
striped bottom, “God, that hurt!” 

“You deserved it. Now sign this 
form, would you?” 

Amanda looked at the typewritten 
form, used in the past by the head- 
master when he was worried about 
complaints on matters relating to 
corporal punishment, particularly with 
girls. It was a simple document which 
required the offence and punishment 
to be completed, together with the reci- 
pient’s name, age, form, home address, 
and a short sentence agreeing to 
undergo corporal punishment. There 
was a space at the end of the page for 
the person administering the beating to 
sign, and a confirmation space for the 
number of strokes given. 

Under “Offence” Amanda wrote 
“Theft of examination papers with 
intent to cheat during board exam”. 
Under “Punishment” she wrote “Eight 
strokes with the cane, administered to 
buttocks.” No mention of her 
unclothed state. She completed her 
name “Amanda Travis”, age “18”, form 
“Beta 2” and address “34 Souldrop 
Drive, Norwich, Norfolk” and signed in 
the space provided. Rogers scribbled a 
confirming “8” and signed at the 
bottom. It was done. 

“Right, Amanda. Would you go 
down to the main entrance and wait for 
your friends. They should be here by 
now. Here’s the key.” 

She had been sitting at the desk clad 
only in her knickers, which were 
hitched high with her bare bottom 
pressed onto the cool leather of the 
seat, and she turned to get up, pull her 
knickers over her throbbing backside, 
and put on shirt, jeans and shoes. A few 
moments later, she was on her way 
downstairs. 

Two anxious faces greeted her 
through the glass. Victoria and Susan 
were shortly to find out about the care- 
taker’s comeuppance... 
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Telling a girl that you thought 
she was Reich Girl material was 
always an excellent ploy for a Youth 
Counsellor or Youth Leader or any 
one of the other State officials 
associated with training and welfare 
of the nation’s teenage youth. To 
become a Reich Girl was such a 
sought-after honour that if a girl 
told her name might be put forward 
she would right away be eating out 
of the official’s hand, eagerly doing 
whatever he wanted, allowing 
whatever he wished. And naturally 
the instructor, before sending her 
name in, would quite properly want 
to carry out a few ‘tests’ first — 
simply to confirm first impressions. 

You could of course tell a girl she 
was Reich Girl material even if she 
clearly wasn’t quite up to that 
extremely high standard. She would 
willingly allow whatever was wanted 
in the way of ‘testing’, but later, 
when she had been fully ‘tested’ it 
would be necessary to regretfully say 
that perhaps after all... She would 
naturally be desperately disap- 
pointed but there would be no 
problems. She would know that 
Reich Girl business was highly 
confidential as was only to be 
expected with such an elite organisa- 
tion, and this confidentiality must 
extend to the testing of potential 
recruits. So nothing of the ‘testing’ 
procedures could be disclosed, not 
even to her mother. But of course if 
she was a good girl and continued to 
work hard and conduct herself in the 
best possible way, then next year 
she might be ‘tested’ again when 
she was a little more mature. 

With Gertrud Scheaffer, how- 
ever, this latter ploy would not be 
necessary; for clearly she was Reich 
Girl material, at least as far as the 
physical attributes. True she was a 
brunette but that was not a préblem, 
for there were certainly brunettes in 
the Reich Girls. Hans Kluger, Senior 
Counsellor at Bad Uhlen Youth 
Camp, feasted his eyes. 
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It was the first morning of the 
summer camp, the 50 or so youths 
and teenage girls having arrived the 
previous evening. The camp, of tents 
and simple wooden huts, was 
situated in a little valley on the shore 
of a lake, and all the youthful 
campers had been instructed to take 
an early morning swim. A swim in 
the cool clear water was a most 
healthful exercise for young people. 
At the same time it allowed Coun- 
sellor Kluger and his assistants to 
get an early revealing look at the 
girls in their figure-displaying skin- 
tight swim-suits. Counsellor 
Kluger’s eyes, while taking in all the 
girls, were soon rivetted on 17 year 
old Gertrud. Yes, here undoubtedly 
was something special. 

For as the pretty teenager 
emerged from the water the brief 
body-hugging white garment 
revealed every curve and declivity of 
a provocatively trim and_ tightly 
rounded form. Not only that but the 
thin material was partially trans- 





parent now it was wet so that the 
dark circles of nipples could plainly 
be seen, as could the shadow of a 
black bush on the prominent mound 
at the top of her thighs. Catching the 
Senior Counsellor's keen gaze she 
smiled shyly, while shaking water 
from her raven black shock of hair. 

Hans Kluger, tall and blonde 
though now, in his fifties, needing to 
touch up greying temples, stepped 
briskly forward to place a towel 
round pale shoulders on which 
crystal droplets shimmered in the 
bright morning sun. In a voice that 
was soft but authoritarian as befitted 
his position, Counsellor Kluger 
suggested that they go back to his 
office for a little talk. Gertrud, 
blinking wet black eyelashes, said 
‘Yes, Herr Counsellor’. The assis- 
tant, Counsellor Rudolf Zimmer- 
mann, was delegated to organise the 
other members of the camp. ‘Get 
them changed and then a_ brisk 
march through the woods. Bring 
them back in time for lunch.’ Mean- 
while Senior Counsellor Kluger must 
have an important talk with Camp 
Member Gertrud Schaeffer. 

On the way to the office Coun- 
sellor Kluger casually let fall the 
magic words. Reich Girls! Gertrud, 
wrapped in the towel, felt a shiver of 
excitement. It was naturally some- 
thing she had dreamt of but any 
hopes she had entertained had been 
dashed when in the spring two other 
girls in her year at school had been 
invited to join but she had not. They 
were both blondes and also from 
middle-class families which meant 
that a certain amount of influence 
could be exerted. Gertrud’s father 
was a factory worker and also she 
was a brunette. All the girls at school 
said it was very difficult if you were a 
brunette. 

In the priv of Counsellor 
Kluger’s hut the enveloping blue 
towel was removed. Gertrud stood 
smartly at attention before the 
Counsellor, arms straight at her 
sides, slim shoulders back and high 
firm breasts thrust impressively. 
out. The tip of a pink tongue 
nervously moistened full red lips. 
Standing before the authoritarian 
ure of the Camp Counsellor in her 
brief skin-tight garment, Gertrud 
experienced another shiver of excite- 
ment. She knew what the suit 
revealed and this knowledge 
combined with heady thoughts of the 
Reich Girls produced a hot glow 
between her legs. 

‘You seem to have a_ perfect 
young body, liebchen,' Hans Kluger 
told her. His hand reached out to test 
the firmness of a breast and Gertrud 
gave a little gasp. Fingers and 
thumb took hold through the thin 
material of a nipple which rapidly 
became fully erect, it and its partner 




































thrusting stiffly out. ‘Yes, liebchen, 
it does seem perfect, as Iam sure the 
Reich Girls officers would also 
think.” 

Gertrud nervously tossed the still 
wet mane of raven hair. ‘I... Lam a 
brunette, Herr Counsellor. The 
Reich Girls like to have blonde girls.” 

Hans Kluger smiled. ‘I can of 
course see that you are a brunette, 
Fraulein.’ His eyes went from the 
sensuously pretty face down to the 
dark shadow on the prominent pubic 
mound. The Counsellor's hand 
followed suit, and came down to 
lightly cup it. ‘This also, Fraulein, 1 
should imagine is brunette it not!" 

‘Yes, Herr Counsellor,’ replied 
Gertrud, heart thumping. The hand 
started making softly stroking 
motions, fingers reaching — in 
between her still wet thighs. ‘But 
that is not a problem. There are of 
course brunettes in the Reich Girls. 
And why not: is not our revered 
Fuehrer also dark haired? Yes, 
liebchen, all that is required is for a 
girl to portray the ideal of German 
maidenhood. A perfect body, such as 
you appear to have, is the prime 
requirement.’ 

‘Yes, Herr Counsellor.” 
Gertrud’s face now had a healthy 
pink glow as a result of what 
Counsellor Kluger’s hand was doing 
between her legs. It was extremely 
arousing and it was something 
Gertrud was not a complete stranger 
to. The overseer at the factory where 
her father worked had done it to her 
on one or two occasions and because 
he was her father’s overseer Gertrud 
had thought it prudent not to object, 
although she knew it was not some- 
thing he should be doing. She also 
did it to herself at times, although 
again as you were told at school it 
was not something girls should 
indulge in. It was a self-indulgence, 
a self-gratification, when at all times 
a girl should be thinking and striving 
for the good of the Fatherland. On 
the other hand if a person with the 
authority of the Camp Counsellor 
wanted to do it then clearly that was 
different. He would have his reasons 
and it behoved a well brought up girl 
to stand still and accept it. 

Hans Kluger’s strong nordic 
features also now had a healthy glow 
as he murmured, ‘Perhaps, Fraulein 
you can now remove the swim-suit. 
So that I may confirm my strong 
impre n that your body has 
indeed the excellence required by 
the Reich Girls.’ The caressing 
fingers gave a final brisk rub and 





























were removed from between 
Gertrud’s soft thighs. 
Naturally Gertrud did not 


hesitate. As a properly brought up 
and likewise submissive girl she 
would not think to question the 
Senior Counsellor’s word. ‘Cer- 


tainly, Herr Counsellor.’ Delicate 
hands reached for the straps which 
on her slim shoulders held the swim- 
suit tautly in place. One and then the 
other were slipped down. The full 
high breasts popped out, their ripe 
dark red nipples sticking enthusiasti- 
cally out like fat thumbs. The damp 
suit was slid on down, to expose the 
slender waist, the ripe flare of her 
hips. The breasts swayed, softly 
pendant, as she bent to slide it down 
the long legs, and then off. 

Gertrud placed the removed 
garment on the Counsellor’s desk, 
straightened up and came back to 
attention for his perusal. His eyes 
ran over her, and so then did his 
hand: jiggling a firm breast, 
squeezing a nipple, palming the flat 
of her abdomen, finally cupping the 
hair-covered rounded bulge of her 
pubis, Naturally, as a normal healthy 
17 year old, Gertrud found all this 
distinctly arousing but she remained 
admirably still throughout Coun- 
sellor Kluger’s intimate examina- 
tion, only a slight trembling of the 
thighs and a somewhat increased 
heart and breathing rate betraying 
her excited state. She was told to 
turn. Counsellor Kluger continued 
with a manual exploration of 
Gertrud’s rear quarters: back, waist, 
the trimly moulded buttocls. Finally 
an instruction to part her legs and 
stand in an at-ease position. Though 
Gertrud was certainly not at ease as 
the hand, still at its busy work, slid 
in between the parted quivering 
thighs. Stroking the silky inner thigh 
surfaces and then up to that very 
special place. Definitely not at ease 
now, Gertrud’s breath coming in 
noisy gasps, her heart going like a 
train. 

















‘Any boyfriends, mein kleines 
Fraulein?’ queried the Counsellor. 
‘No...no... Herr Counsellor 





With all that gasping it was not easy 
to get the words out. ‘I... not... a 
proper boyfriend...” 

‘That is good, Fraulein. In the 
Reich Girls a girl must treasure her 
purity.’ As if to demonstrate this the 
Counsellor's large thumb slid up 
inside the gasping girl. 

Shortly afterwards the Reich Girl 
hopeful was up on Counsellor 
Kluger's desk, lying on her back on 
that blue towel. Clearly one must 
make thorough checks when dealing 
with a matter as crucial as whether 
or not a girl’s name can be put 
forward as a Reich Girl candidate. 
That was what Senior Counsellor 
Kluger was doing as he instructed 
the nubile teenager to part her legs, 
this time nice and wide. A girl’s 
purity must be tested and tested 
thoroughly. Gertrud was sweating 
now a bit but like the sensible girl 
she was she knew it had to be done. 
Not only was she sweating, she was 
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also responding. She couldn't help 
it. Through the mounting excitement 
she viewed this development with 
some alarm because perhaps she 
wasn’t completely pure in thought 
and deed. That in fact she had 
allowed this sort of thing before, or 
done it to herself. 

But whether that was the case or 
not she couldn't help it, she was 
responding. Arching her hips and 
thrusting her slippery wet groin 
against those active fingers. She bit 
her lip as the writhings simply got 
worse, more and more abandoned. 
She heard herself gasping and 
grunting and squeaking, like some 
uncontrolled animal in heat. More 
and more. Finally with a_ wild 
desperate shriek Gertrud came. 

Tears now; the reaction from all 
that overwhelming emotion and also 
the fear that by behaving in that 
abandoned manner she had wrecked 
her chances with the Reich Girls. 
When she wiped away the tears, 
though, she saw that Counsellor 
Kluger, looking down at her, at least 
had a slight smile on his face. 
Gertrud stuttered apologies. She 
was still spread-eagled on her back. 
Counsellor Kluger’s hand came back 
between her legs. 

‘Do not worry, /iebchen. | can tell 
you that a certain degree of natural 
girlish passion is quite acceptable for 
a Reich Girl. It shows she has spirit 
and as long as it is not used indis- 
criminately it will be welcomed. In 
fact I can now tell you that I shall 
indeed be forwarding your name to 
the area Reich Girls office.” 

This heady news paradoxically 
brought a fresh flood of tears. 
Counsellor Kluger saw that the 
pretty girl was still in a highly 
emotional state; and perhaps it 
would therefore be appropriate to 
give her another release from the 
tension. His hand began expertly 
operating again in the hot and 
slippery fulcrum of Gertrud’s thighs. 
It immediately produced renewed 
bucking and writhing of shapely 
hips. Gasps and grunts and high- 
pitched yelps were once more to be 
heard in Counsellor Kluger’s little 
office. Becoming steadily more and 
more urgent. 

The summer camp at Bad Uhlen 
lasted for one month and we may be 
sure that in that time Gertrud 
Schaeffer was thoroughly and 
repeatedly tested; for pleased as he 
was with that first day’s perform- 
ance Hans Kluger, a very thorough 
man, was most keen to continue in 
order to make quite sure of his 
judgement. Gertrud — Schaeffer, 
pleasantly submissive and a credit to 
her honest working-class parents, 
was quite agreeable to being tested 
in any way or manner that the Senior 
Counsellor saw fit. 
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One area he did choose to test 
intensively was the girl’s reaction to 
corporal punishment, a subject of 
considerable importance for a 
potential Reich Girl. As Gertrud 
explained to Counsellor Kluger she 
had had some experience of this. 
Her father was in the habit of using 
his leather belt on the backs of her 
thighs for quite minor offences; and 
also there were two masters at her 
school who likewise used a strap. 
Not that Gertrud was a problem at 
school for she was an excellent pupil 
but unfortunately these two gentle- 
men did like strapping the prettier 
girls, on any excuse whatever. They 
strapped the bare backs of the 
thighs, the bottom with knickers 
tightly drawn up and also on the bare 
bottom with knickers down. 

Hans Kluger heard all this 
approvingly for he also liked to deal 
with any of the pretty girls in his 
camp on the merest of pretexts. As 
Gertrud very soon discovered, 
Counsellor Kluger used a_ two- 
tongued strap and also a three-foot- 
long cane. This latter, especially, 
she found excruciatingly painful 
when delivered to her bare bottom, 
but as Counsellor Kluger told her it 
was just the sort of training that the 
Reich Girls demanded. The Coun- 
sellor did not shirk himself, training 
Gertrud with the cane or strap at 
least once a day and sometimes more 
when he could fit it in. He was an 
extremely busy man with all the 
other campers to consider as well, 
including other girls who, though 
they might not be Reich Girls 
aspirants, nonetheless needed a 
regular taste of the cane or strap if 
they were to become fully respon- 
sible and disciplined young citizens. 
But certainly whenever Counsellor 
Kluger had a spare moment he was 
always prepared to devote it to 
Gertrud. And Gertrud, being a 
sensible girl, knew that her almost 
continuously smarting bottom was 
really a sign of just how lucky she 
was. 

The Counsellor also instructed 
her in another area which would be a 
major help once she was in the Reich 
Girls; an area of knowledge in which, 
not having a proper boyfriend, 
Gertrud was until now quite 
ignorant. Quite early on, the second 
day of camp in fact, Counsellor 
Kluger broached this subject when 
he and Gertrud were in the privacy 
of his simple sleeping quarters, 
sitting on his bunk after a session of 
applying the strap to Gertrud’s bare 
bottom. He explained that working 
with teenage girls, and especially 
with all the time he intended to 
devote to Gertrud herself, was 
inevitably a strain on a man’s 
constitution. It meant his body was 
being constantly stimulated, 








resulting in excessive arousal. If this 
had no outlet it could have serious 
consequences for the individual's 
health. 

To show just what he meant Hans 
Kluger unbuttoned his trousers. 
Gertrud was quite simply astoni- 
shed. She knew what it was all right, 
from classes at school etc, but she 
had never before in real life actually 
seen... It was scarcely possible to 
believe it could be so big... and so 
rigid... And when the Counsellor 
invited Gertrud to put her hand on it, 
it felt almost red hot, and throbbing. 
She at once could understand what 
Counsellor Kluger meant when he 
spoke of over-stimulation, and 
obviously if he stayed in that 
condition for long it could well result 
in injury. Consequently when he told 
Gertrud that there was something 
she could do to relieve the problem 
she was happy to oblige. By the time 
the month at Bad Uhlen was over 
Gertrud had become very expert at 
relieving such a state. and this 
expertise was certainly going to be 
another plus in the Reich Girls. 

So the month at Bad Uhlen 
came to an end. A most 
instructive and rewarding four 
weeks for Gertrud Schaeffer and she 
warmly thanked Counsellor Kluger 
when it came time to leave. By this 
time the paperwork for her candi- 
dacy was well advanced. Gertrud 
attended the required interviews and 
also had her medical examination. 
All went well and in no time at all 
there was the glorious night of her 
Initiation. The awesome candle-lit 
ceremony in which she wore that 
stunning white silk gown. And then 
the silk gown removed, to stand 
nude except for her white high- 
heeled sandals, to be received as a 
bride of the Fatherland. That was 
something a girl would always 
remember. 

Soon after that, following a short 
period of initial training, Gertrud 
had the honour to be selected to 
appear in a special film. It was not a 
film that the common people were 
allowed to see but one reserved for 
the entertainment of the very 
highest in the land. By this time the 
first snows of winter were on the 
ground and part of the film had to be 
shot in the forest. Gertrud had to 
appear partally undressed in some 
scenes, and even completely nude; 
but between shots there was hot 
coffee and schnaps and a nice warm 
blanket which the director put round 
her. 

Remarkably, parts of this film 
have survived through all the turmoil 
and dark days which were shortly to 
follow, and so we can still see the 
charming and delightful Gertrud, 
giving her all for the Fatherland as 
she always did. 




















enue and saw Andrea 
mooching along some fifty yards ahead 
towardS her house. A sling-bag hung 
from hep shoulder - the selfsame one 
bought her a couple of months 
Leather satchels’ were out for 
= {th Form. girls these days. Often 
enough it was a Top Shop carrier, 




































Inelegantly she walked, and yet 
appealingly, as though denying her 
emergent womanhood. Mutinously, 


too, her black-stockinged thighs 
rubbed together, unopened perhaps as 
yet by a male hand, though with seven- 
teen-year-olds these days one could 
never tell. She was on the Pill, at least. 
He had glimpsed the silver foil 
container lying on her dressing table - 
her UNIT, as she would call it - some 
weeks back. Promising. 

Infinitely more so was the pert 
swing of her bottom as she walked. 
Black nylon panties, pink - a pastel 
shade? The sheathing nylon would cup 
those demi-globes tightly, leaving faint 
pink lines on the moulded cheeks as 
she slipped them down. 

She had the same tiny waist, too, as 
her mother had - an insweeping subtle- 
ty of lines that lent greater promise to 
the maturing flow of her hips - hips that 
would lend themselves silkily to the 
moulding of one’s palms as one drew 
the flaring heat of her well-spanked 
bottom towards one. 

Andrea hadn’t, miraculously, been 
spanked yet, though. He had disco- 
vered that by devious questioning of 
her divorced mother, June, whom he 
had been dating now for a while. 
Admittedly, June had been a little 
guarded about it, and her own plump 
bottom had been disappointingly unre- 
sponsive to the few love-spanks that he 
had managed to give her. - “I don’t like 
it”, she had mewed. - “Don’t you, 
indeed,” he had replied sternly and had 
ripped her knicks down for that and 
brought her wriggling bum to brazier 
heat until she was subdued. But not 
quite with the same bubbling sweet- 
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ness that Andrea could be - and defini- 
tely not with the girlish petulance that 
her daughter would surely show. Under 
the cane, if need be - and that Andrea 
would soon enough discover now. 
The thought made Ralph bring the 
car toa halt, switching the engine off, as 
Andrea - not having looked back - 
turned into her gate. Give her about 
fifteen minutes, he thought, and lit a 
cigarette: The future could be as rosy 
now as her bottom was going to 
become. June hadn't objected to the 
idea of sending her off for a long 
weekend to the new Summer School 
which an old chum of his had just 
opened. It was a terrific idea, and one in 
which Ralph himself had played a 
small, creative part 
The relatively fees would 


high 


ensure that only the ‘nicest’ girls went 





there, and they could be hand-picked 
by virtue of pleading that places were 
limited. As indeed they were. He and 
Charles had agreed that six at any one 
time would be ‘manageable’. The age 
limits were seventeen to eighteen-ish 
and would inevitably include a high 
proportion of ‘untrieds’. The curri- 
culum was nicely off-centre, too: horse 
riding, wine-tasting, cosmetics, 
gymnastics - the ‘edge of the unusual’, 
Charles had called it. Items to attract. 
Single bed dorms, too. It might not do 
for the girls to talk together too much at 
night, which need not mean that they 
had to pass the earlier hours of the 
night entirely alone. 

Ralph’s own master-touch, as he 
prided himself, had been among the 
three photographs of the ‘Summer 
School Manor’ which he had taken and 


which adorned the four-page brochure. 
One showed a dorm, taken with a wide- 
angle lens from the doorway. The decor 
was somewhere between spartan and 
Habitat, and across the end of the bed 
lay a cane. Not a crook-handled one 
Ralph had decided that would be too 
obvious to the seeking eyes of some 
mothers at least. It was, in fact, a three- 
foot length of one eight-inch dowelling 
of Parana pine - the best substitute that 
he knew for ‘yer actual cane’, and just as 
effective 

Strolling eventually into the house 
by means of the front door key June 
had given him, Ralph heard the half- 
expected howl from Andrea of 
“Mummy, have you seen this?”, and 
June’s vague reply of “What, dear?” 

“Its a CANE!”, Andrea expostu- 
lated, at which Ralph strode into the 
living room and cast a glance on the 
brochure she was holding. - “Eh?”, he 
asked disarmingly, and took it from her 
hand. - “Looks like a stick of some sort 
someone’s left lying around. A 
workman, I expect”, he said. - “Yes, 
that’s what I was going to say”, June put 
in comfortably. Her dress was too tight 
- and sheer enough to reveal the 
outlines of her panties at the back. 

“No, I don’t think it is. I think it’s...”, 
Andrea began when her mother inter- 
tupted to Ralph, “I thought it was 
tomorrow you were coming, darling. 
I’ve got a bridge party at Celia’s this 
evening”. - “Oh YOU - you never 
bloody LISTEN!”, flared Andrea and 
threw down the brochure on the sofa 
and ran out, leaving Ralph to shake his 
head and adopt his best ‘headmaster 
look’. - “That attitude of hers; you 
know I’m going to have to see to her 








sometime, don’t you?”, he asked. 
“Well, I don’t know”, June 
answered and attempted a vague look 
“that didn’t quite come off. A remarkab- 
ly sexy outfit she had on for a bridge 
party, he thought, but kept his suspi- 
cions to himself. - “Darling, I HAVE to 
go now”, June said, looking all around 
the room as though she had never seen 
it before. - “Sure, you cut along. I'll just 
have a word with her about the 
Summer School, then I'll be getting 
back”, Ralph replied and escorted a 





well-perfumed June to her front door 
and waved her off. 

And it was suddenly quiet then. The 
first time, too, that he had been alone 
with Andrea in the house. Useful. The 
well-padded stair carpet came sound- 
lessly to his feet as he went up. Her 
door was open and Andrea had just 
slipped her grey pleated skirt off as he 
walked in, bringing a startled “Oh!” 
from her. - “I’m, I’m, I’m changing!’, 
she stammered, hands going to the 
puffy vee of her nylon knicks that 
proved to be lilac, 

“About the Summer School”, Ralph 
said. Skirtless, and standing there a 
little huddled up in her white blouse 
and ly-knotted tie, Andrea looked 
as blissfully curvy as he always thought 
she might in a first stage of undress. 
Her black stockings were suspendered 
tightly, neatly, the tops and sides snag- 
ged-up in two peaky Vee’s, the creamy 
skin lustrous above the jet-black bands. 

Andrea retreated a step, bumping 
her apple-round bottom against the 
edge of her white unit where the silver- 
foil oblong still carelessly lay. - “Look, 
I’m...”, she began. - “So you said and so 
Isee. Sit DOWN, Andrea, I want to talk 
to you”, Ralph said in his steeliest tone, 
and watched her doubtfully subside on 
to the side of her bed, her thighs 
clipped together to conceal the promi- 
nent pout of her pubic mound under its 





semi-translucent covering. 

“Now...”, Ralph said, and sat beside 
her so that she could edge no further 
towards the pillows, “The first rule is 
that you do not swear at your mother, 
or me, orI shall...” - “What? You're not 
my Dad”, Andrea flared, though she 
flushed and swallowed as she spoke. - 
“If he did see to you, my dear, it was 
without sufficient thoroughness - like 
this”, Ralph responded. One arm 





snaked around Andrea’s slim back and 
the other around her body just below 


Ralph wanted her to do. Seizing her 
wrist, he held her like a half-trussed 
chicken, bringing his free palm down 
SMACK! on her bouncy young 
derriere. 

“NO-WOW-WOH!”, Andrea 
sobbed under the stinging impact of his 
broad hand that burned heat into and 
between her cheeks, “MUM-MUM- 
MUM-EEE!”, she howled again, brin- 
ging the response of a yet harder 
SMACK! under which her bumcheeks 
quivered, tightened and reddened. - 
“Your mother is OUT. Now - are you 
going to be QUIET, Andrea?”, Ralph 
demanded sternly, accompanying his 
words with another, luscious heat- 
seering descent of his palm. 

“BOO-HOO-HOO!”, Andrea 
sobbed, trying with no effect to wrench 
her imprisoned arm forward. Ralph 
eased her knicks down more then, right 
into the dipping of her knees where the 
burr of her nylons gave an extra- 
sensuous feel to his fingers. Then his 
hand flirted upwards again, floating 
persuasively over and around the silky, 
heat-hazed bumcheeks that he at last 
had so gloriously under him. 

Andrea’s flawless bum was small- 
ish, tight, deliciously resilient, causing 
his hand to bounce off it as if from a 
rubber ball as he gave her another 
admonitory SMACK! that brought a 
despairing sobbing from her, the dark 











her promisingly-bulbing tits. Then he 





-OW! NO! MUM-MEEE!”, 
Andrea shrieked as she found herslf 
turned and sliding, gliding, pellmell, 
head-down, over Ralph’s lap while with 
practised efficiency his thumb dipped 
into the tight waistband of her knicks 
and yanked them down below her 
peach. - “Stop IT! Gooo-AAAR!”, 
squealed Andrea, thrusting one hand 
with would-be protectiveness behind 
her back - which was exactly what 





tips of her hair brushing the blue carpet 
into which the unlacquered nails of her 
right hand dug as she strove to contain 
the seeking flames in her cleft globe. 
“You WILL stop swearing and you 
WILL go the Summer School, Andrea 
- right?” Ralph demanded. - “THEEE- 
EEEEK! Yes, yes, yes, I will, I will!” 
came her liquid shrilling. - “All right 
then”, Ralph said placatingly. His palm 
donated another but slightly gentler 
smack to her hot-wriggling bottom and 
then rested on the pulsing cheeks, stro- 
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. cate turn around the slightly plumpish, 
* silky skin that swelled out from her 





king the satiny surfaces gently while 
Andrea uttered little gritting sounds of 
near-rebellion, but now kept her hips as 
still as she could. 

“D...d...don’t!”, she whined, brin- 
ging a sharp “WHAT?”, from Ralph 
whose fingertip suavely and with 
butterfly touch traced down the tight 
furrow between her throbbing half- 
moons and then made an equally deli- 








banding stocking tops. - “N...n... 
nothing”, gulped Andrea woefully. 
“Very-well, then. No more ‘little 
rebellions, Andrea. Get up now. NO -1 
didn’t tell’ you: to turn, did 1?’, Ralph 
demanded as with fawn-like-awkward- 
Ness, legs twisting, hands scrabbling for 
hi fe, she wriggled off ind got. to~ = 
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her feet, her knicks sli 
her ankles where sb€ made to reach for 
them, but had her hands smacked away. 

Blinking back tears, and unable to 
stop her spanked bottom from chur- 
ning, Andrea stared down between 
Ralph’s opened legs while he surveyed 
her slowly, placing one hand warhingly 
on the outward swell of her left hip to 
ensure that she did not turn away and 
thus rob him of the most nubile frontal 
view he had enjoyed for years. Enchan- 
ting was the way that her thighs dipped 






in just a fractiofat their juncture. 
Clipped together@efensively as they 
wefe, they displayed a brown, furry 
triangle so neat across the top that it 
was almost as if she had shaved a 
straight line across the curls at the base 
of her tummy. 

A sigh escaped Ralph in releasing 
her so that Andrea stepped back 
hurriedly to bend and draw her panties 
up. It was a measured, heavy sigh - one 
that appeared to betoken his sorrow 
that he had had to ‘attend’ to her. 





Naively, she was picking up her 
discarded skirt again and holding it in 
front of her. Shaking his jfead, Ralph 
stood in turn and took j#fromier hesi- 
tant, loose grip, castifig it.an the bed: =“ 
“NO, Andrea, wou Onderstand?”, ¢ 
he asked. Fora mom ¢ read mutiny 
in her eyes again, ia then it dulled. H cee 
words were coded, but she understt 
them. At her age, in the fé 
“bedroom authority’ and a hot tii 
in their bumchegks, they often 
did, though woilld never coy 











Sometimes there would be the hint of a 
nod, and one that was immediately 
counterbalanced by a pouting of the 
lips. Andrea’s face was as still she 
could keep it, though. Ralph didn’t 
mind that. He had taken his first step. 
So, in effect, had she. 

He moved towards the door, 
catching the slight look of relief in her 
eyes - but again even that was 
- “I could stay awhile and 
ion with you. If you want”, 
he said, not looking at her, but at the 
primrose curtains. 

“All right”, Andrea said tonelessly, 
but he knew it for her first concession. 
Twenty minutes after he had gone 
down to the lounge and poured himself 
a Scotch, Andrea ventured down, 
cautious as a vixen in blue slippers, no 
stockings, a flared white skirt that came 
just below her knees, but rode up nicely 
when she sat, attempting a would-be 
young queen-like look in an easy chair. 

“It'll be nice for you at the Summer 
School”, Ralph said placatingly. Her 
tits showed well under her sweatshirt. 
Up-lifting. Forward-reaching. Full 
handfuls already. For a large-ish hand. 
Sharp tits against the cupping palm. 

“Yeah, I s’pose, Andrea said care- 
lessly and flushed as she avoided his 
gaze, It WAS a cane on the bed in that 
photo, she wanted to say, but she 
couldn’t. No use saying it again to her 
mother, either. No one was going to 
listen to her. The tingling in her bottom 
was faint, but still a little bit sparky. Her 
Dad had never taken her panties down 
when he spanked her. It was awful 

When she went off to the Summer 
School on the following Friday after- 
noon, it was Ralph who drove her there 
Too far to go alone by train, he had said, 
and her mother had agreed. Anyway, 
Ralph had said, he liked the country- 
side around there and would stay over 
at a hotel and bring Andrea back on the 
Monday evening. It would be a break 
for him, he said. Not for me, Andrea 
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thought moodily, but she had a whole 
ten months to go before she reached 
her majority and could do what she 
liked. 

The big house LOOKED all right to 
her when they arrived - standing back 
in its own grounds as it was. A girl ina 
very brief white tennis skirt said “Hi!” 
to Andrea in the entrance hall. Another 
was walking slowly up the semi-circular 
staircase with the back of her hand self- 
consciously against her bottom 

“['lt just pop in and tell them you're 
here”, Ralph said, leaving Andrea to 
look hesitantly towards the tennis- 
skirted girl who gave her a sort of 
SYMPATHETIC smile, she thought 
wonderingly, and then drifted out. 
Andrea edged nearer to the brown door 
through which Ralph had vanished and 
took a chair close to it, but she could 
only hear a vague mumbling of voices. 

“Softly, softly, then”, Charles was 
ig. There was a faint questioning in 
his voice. He let it trail off and waited. - 
“In a way. First day treatment, of 
course. Not too hard, not too soft. I've 
given her the number of my hotel. She 
may want to phone me tomorrow 
evening. What I’m getting at, dear boy, 
is that if she believes she may be getting 
the cane from you again...” 

“Yes, quite”, Charles said. Gent- 
lemen didn’t always discuss everything 
openly. He had got the message. Over 
and out and understood. A few minutes 
later when Ralph had departed, Charles 
called Andrea in. There hadn’t been 
any question of accepting Andrea. 
Ralph had merely said he was bringing 
her in - and Charles could see why 
Five feet five of blossoming curves. 
Bottom, tits and thighs lovingly 








rounded by the hand of Nature. Not 
short-waisted, either, for her height 
Everything flowing, ready and.. 
willing? = 

It wasn’t very nice that he didn’t ask 
her to sit, Andrea thought. It was like 
being at school, standing up in front of 
the Head’s desk. Not that he really said 
much to her except that he would inter- 
view her properly after lunch. - “At two 
forty-five precisely. We never like to 
hurry things, Andrea”, Charles said 
crisply. - es. I mean, no”, Andrea 
replied haplessly. Her dorm, he said, 
was Number Four. Straight up the 
stairs and to the left. - “Lunch bell rings 
at five to one, Andrea. In here please at 
two forty-five”. 

It then that Andrea wanted to 
start running, but knew she couldn't. - 
“Is it your first?”, a girl asked her at 
lunch. - “My first what?”, Andrea 
replied, but the girl stared at her, 
shrugged, and said awkwardly, “Oh, it 
doesn’t matter”. Maybe then the first 
trickle of apprehension came to 
Andrea. Maybe she again remembered 
the photograph, though there had been 
no sign of a cane in her room. That was 
hopeful. Just a liitle bit it was. But not 
for long. 

It was Charles who was holding the 
cane - a ‘real’ one - when she ventured 
back into his study at the appointed 
time. It was Charles who took her wrist 
and led her - muffled in her awed, 
disbelieving silence - to a black leather 
couch and told her crisply to kneel up 
with her bottom out over the edge. 

Andrea remembered saying feebly, 
“But...”, though she got no further than 
that. She remembered the awful, 
seeking feel of his hands as he worked 




















her panties down and slipped them effi- 
ciently off of her ankles. She remem- 
bered him telling her, in the sort of 
voice she couldn’t disobey, to keep her 
bottom well up and out and her knees 
apart. “To keep your balance, Andrea”, 
she heard. 

And it had all happened in less than 
a minute, her skirt neatly tucked up 
around her waist and her bum aweso- 
mely naked to him. - “But, sir, I 
haven’t...”, Andrea began. She wanted 
to say she hadn’t done anything. It was 
as well that she didn’t, for Charles 
might have told her that that was preci- 
sely the problem. 

“Regard this as your initiation, 
Andrea. To the Summer School”, he 
added rather hastily. There was one 
direction at least in which he could not 
very well pre-empt Ralph. - 
“Wi h. what are you doing?”, 
Andrea whined, though even to her the 
utterance sounded foolish. - “Bringing 
you under the cane, girl. Now, lift it - 
LIFT it!” 

“I don’t...NEEE-YOOO!”, Andrea 
shrilled as the flexing, whippy cane 
found its first path across her offered 
cleft, leaving a thin pink streak in its 
wake and a long, throbbing sob that 
followed her cry. She bucked, hip-twis- 
ting, and made to rise, but a stern 
command from Charles sent her 
helplessly over again. Softly-softly, 
Ralph had hinted, but Charles knew 
better. This one’s first taming had to be 
pretty thorough. Ralph could maybe 
give her a lighter one tomorrow night, 
and then no doubt she would prove 
more responsive when she received her 
aftercare. 














“THOO-WAH!” shrieked Andrea 
as a second whipping skimmed her 
bulb. She had managed to sneak one 
foot back on to the floor, but that didn’t 
help. - “Come on now - come on, girl - 
this is only your starter”, she heard 
through a crazy whirlwind of stinging 
and wriggling. Her mouth gaped in an 
Oat the sweeping of the next, but mira- 
culously no sound came save a thin, 
batlike squeal that coiled and twisted in 
her throat as the unthinkable flames 
scorched her upstretched bottom. 

“A little quieter now? Can we be a 
little quieter, Andrea? Ralph won’t 
want all this noise when he sees to you. 
And he’s going to, you know - isn’t he?” 

“No, he’s not, he’s...GGOOOO! 
Yes, yes, yes, all right!”, Amanda 
bleated pleadingly to the quick swoo- 
ping-searching of the cane right up 
under her bottom. - “You DID say yes, 
Andrea?”, Charles asked politely, 
moving a free finger where the cane 
had just swept so that Andrea covered 
her blushing, tearful face. 

“Y... y.. yes”, she whimpered. 
Gulping and wriggling, she felt the rest 
of his fingers cup her while the errant 
one continued to move slowly, insinua- 
tingly. Gratefully - in the hot blur of 
heat in which her whole body felt 
enmeshed - Andrea heard the cane 
drop. Charles’ free hand then slid under 
the silky, warm surface of her tummy, 
forcing her to bulb her throbbing 
bottom deeper into the other. - “Now, 
Andrea, now - come on, come on, keep 
your bottom rolling a little’, she heard, 
and then her tummy was melting and 
the warmth there was sweeter than the 
hot blazing in her peach, and the room 
was getting swimmier and swimmier 
and swimmier... 

And it was dark when Ralph came to 











pick her up the next evening in 
response to her pleading telephone 
call. Dark, too, the hotel room save for 
a milky haze of moonlight. The top 
sheet of the waiting double bed was 
turned down and the two pillows were 
plump and white. 

“T don’t... don’t ever want to go back 
ther please!”, Andrea said. - “I 
understand. I guess you'll have to stay 
here, then, huh?” Ralph asked gravely. 
Andrea hung her head, twisting her 
fingers. Ralph silently counted six long 
seconds before she answered. - 
“S’pose”, she said, “but Mumnyy...” 

“Your mother is out. I’ve been 
phoning. No answer. Out for the night 
I imagine”, Ralph said philosophically. 
-“Oh!”, Andrea said. He was taking his 
cket off and laying it on a chair. A 





peeping of pink tongue-tip ran over her 


lips as he loosed his thick leather belt 
from its trouser loops and swung it 
gently against his leg. 

“It’s not as bad as the cane - not 
quite as bad, Andrea, but I have to see 
to you before we go sleepy-byes, right?” 
-“Oh!” said Andrea again, but this time 
it was a little wobbly sound. - “If you 
are not coming back, which I must 
regret, then at least be quiet and dutiful 
in future, Andrea”, Charles had told 
her. And even though he was so awful 
to her and had caned her again this 
morning, well... she had said “Yes”, so 
it was a sort of promise. 

“Well? Don’t I have to see to you?”, 
Ralph asked. He moved forward to her, 
shaping her hips with his palms, unzip- 
ping her brief skirt. As it tumbled to her 
ankles, so his fingers then moved 
upwards to unpeel the sides of her 
blou: wo gelainous gourds wobbled 
against his knuckles, but Ralph did not 
allow his hands to stray there longer. 












wn 





a 








os, acini eaccaitomas.. wean 
cal. AA OAL Ce a A Sehr 


2 re 


Dear Editor, 

‘I supply the ideas, you supply 
the girl's to receive the punishment’, 
that’s an opportunity not to be 
missed! : 

As an ardent admirer of your 
pretty models, their gorgeous 
bottoms and fascinating punishment 
positions, here's a few ideas:- 


1 Any form of bondage is I suppose 
illegal (otherwise you'd surely have 
done it) but I'd love to see scenes 
with three girls where the first is 
held across a table or stretched on 
tip-toe by the second and caned by 
the third. Or perhaps the ‘punishee’ 
should have to grip a rod or place her 
ankles either side of some pegs in 
the floor. 


2 Please feature more ‘girl caning 
girl’ pictures. The au-pair sequence 
in Issue Six was a real turn-on but 
too brief! 


3 Don't forget the sexiness of 
panties! Tight, brief, lacy or trans- 
parent panties add another dimen- 
sion. All too often the girls are nude, 
let’s see an interim stage with 
panties on, pulled just below the 
bottom, then at the ankles. 


4 Anything red is sexy. Particularly 
red high heels, panties and 
stockings. 


5 A few pictures showing one girl 
stripping and ‘preparing’ another 
would be relished. I can particularly 
visualise one girl bending right over 
a table, legs together, while the 
other is kneeling down to ease a tight 
pair of panties down, bit by bit. 


Now a few possible scenarios in 
which to include the above sugges- 
tions. 


A Fashion model suspected of jewel 
smuggling is taken aside by a 
uniformed customs girl for a strip 
search! This involves the suspected 
smuggler having to strip while each 
item of clothing is searched. She 
then has to kneel on a desk, legs 
apart or stand on a chair touching 
her toes for a thorough body search! 
Upon finding diamonds — guess 
where — the randy customs girl 
offers the smuggler a choice of being 
prosecuted or caned. Choosing the 
only sensible alternative, she then 
has to re-assume the search 
positions but for a caning now. 
Perhaps the necessity of having to 
adopt the best body search positions 
could make use of wrist and ankle 
restraints? 


B A photographic model is hired by 
a lady photographer to illustrate a 
book on ‘The Fascination of 
Discipline’. The model is required to 


wear all sorts of sexy gear (tennis 
outfit with black panties, a tiny gold 
bikini, high heels and G-string etc) 
and adopt revealing positions. After 
a few shots, the photographer 
suggests including herself as the 
spanker/caner for realism! 


Lastly, just a couple of the sexiest 
positions I can dream up — 

Girl dressed only in tight red 
panties and high heels is standing on 
tip-toe holding on to the light or 
something while another — girl 
standing right in front is reaching 
round and with one hand holding the 
girls panties tightly into her cleft is 
caning her with the other arm. 

A full length mirror would allow 
us to see the satisfaction on the 
caner’s face and the anguish on the 
others’. The ‘au-pair’ _ girls 
mentioned before would be ideal, 
both girls being adults rather than 
schoolgirls. 


Secretary stripped to her sexy 
white stockings, bra and G-string is 
made to kneel on a desk, facing the 
back but with her hands on the seat 
of an adjacent chair (ie lower than 
her head). With knees apart, she is 
punished by ruler by her contrast- 
ingly immaculately dressed female 
boss. 


Finally, please, please, please, 
PLEASE! lets have some pictures of 
the editor’s secretary in the 
‘Spanking Interviews’ video being 
caned. She’s got such a cheeky face, 
a super sexy mouth, beautiful hair 
and those black stockings and 
panties suit her perfectly. Perhaps 
she could be ‘discovered’ playing 
with herself while the boss is out 
then spanked and caned over the 
office desk and typing chair! 

Yours in trembling anticipation, 


John R, Surrey 


BLUSHES ‘ Y Request’ feature 
in the mid-month Blushes Supple- 
ment has elicited considerable 
response from readers; some of their 
letters containing ideas which we 
shall shortly be illustrating both in 
the Supplement and in Blushes, and 
published here as an appetiser for 
things to come. 


Dear Editor, 

I had been intending to write to 
you for some time to congratulate 
you on the very high standard you 
have achieved in Blushes both in the 
quality of the photos and the attrac- 
tiveness of the girls. It is very nice to 
be able to admire a particular girl’s 
face and figure as well as her 
bottom. 

Thad been hoping that sooner or 
later you would feature a girl 
dressed in nurse’s uniform and my 
wishes have now been answered in 
your Blushes Supplement No. 1 


— and what a lovely little nurse she 
is and such a delectable bottom! 
Could you please feature her again 
in a future edition — in particular 
that trolley which Reich Girl Brigita 
was caned on cries out to have a 
pretty nurse bent over it. I should 
very much like to see a colour picture 
of a nurse on it in the position Brigita 
is in at the top of Page 21 but taken 
rather more sideways on so that the 
line of her bust as well as her bottom 
cane be seen, and if there is another 
nurse beside it awaiting her turn... 
well, so much the better. Brigita 
would look very nice in nurses’ 
uniform I am sure. I was very 
surprised that R.P.T. of Cheshire did 
not include nurses in his list of girls 
who wear stockings and suspenders. 
The nurses uniform is supposed to 
be second only to that of the school- 
girl in its attraction and I hope you 
will feature it frequently. 

The other uniform I like to see a 
pretty girl in is that of the late nine- 
teenth century maid. Until the 
advent of office jobs for women, the 
only job most girls could get was in 
domestic service and fear of being 
dismissed without a reference must 
have made many of them submit to 
C.P. and seduction at the hands of 
their masters. There have been a few 
stories in C.P. magazines with this 
setting but no pictures so I hope you 
can remedy this. 

I enclose a short story which you 
may be able to use along these lines. 
It is written with ease of illustration 
in mind and I hope that if you do like 
it you will illustrate it appropriately. 
Brigita would make a very nice little 
maid too. 

Do keep up the good work and, 
please, more nurses, and how about 
a video with a hospital setting? 


Jon S — SUSSEX 


Dear Sir, 

Just a note to say what a fabulous 
magazine ‘Blushes'’ really is. 

But here I would like to make a 
few suggestions on what sort of 
things you might include:- 


Could you do a feature on Girl 
Guides. 

Or even Morris dancers (as 
anyone who has seen these 
knows what a good display of 
bottoms and knickers you get) 


— girls doing handstands 
— biting their bottom lip 
— in pigtails 
— in straw boaters 
— sucking their thumbs 
— lifting their dresses 
—standing with their knees 
together and their feet apart 
— perhaps in very short gingham 
dresses (PLEASE) 
— sitting with their knees up and 
legs open (knickers on) 

Also 
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— girls who tease showing their 
knickers at every opportunity 

— girls who let you spank them 
in exchange for sweeties 

— or offer their titties so as not 
to be spanked too hard 

— also a teachers pet who shows 
her knickers just to get better 
marks and always wants to wipe 
the board just to show them off. 


Looking forward to the next 
issue. 
J.C. Chester 


AND, FINALLY... 
Dear Editor, 
I am Bizarro!, anonymous 
letter writer and attention seeker! 
Now then, the spanking? The 


punishment and 
Discipline! 

The strict gym mistress, naughty 
school girls, little pleated gym skirts, 
P.E., the swishy regulation school 
cane, navy blue cotton gym knickers. 
Bizarro! writes to all kinky 
magazines. Pretty, prim and proper 
Pauline the sixth form prefect, the 
games’ mistresses pet in her tight 
white shorts and gym top and white 
knee socks and best white pumps — 
the school bully and her friend 
Patricia wearing her black leotard 
tights and ballet shoes, both caught 
in the changing rooms...smoking!! 
Side by side, touching toes in the 
headmistresses study. The school 
secretary - pretty floral print dress 
and large red framed specs. brings 


humiliation. 


in the punishment book — six of the 
best, each, administered by the 
games mistress, the secretary and 
the head watching, tut-tutting, a 
disgrace to the school. Crocodile 
tears and stinging bottoms... 

The school secretary tells her 
husband what a humiliation it was 
and orders him into the bedroom. 
Soon he too is touching his toes and 
his little black underpants are 
lowered. Miss takes the cane to his 
bottom the same day. 

Then its fer turn and the French 
maids’ outfit comes out from the 
back of the wardrobe! 

Bizarro! 


There's no answer to that, is there! 


Respondez-vous 


sil vous 


(Research on spanking and varieties 
of punishment] - An open letter to 
BLUSHES readers. 


There you sit, reading the latest 
BLUSHES, wondering how many 
bottoms are really spanked and 
caned the length and breadth of 
Britain. The answer is — probably 
more than you'd think. In an effort to 
garner some hard __ research, 
BLUSHES has appointed a journalist 
with practical experience of the 
spanking scene to venture out into 
the field. 

John Hotten is, naturally, a 
BLUSHES devotee and reports that 
he has just made contact with a 
retired Scottish schoolmistress who 
has agreed to discuss her many 
years of wielding the tawse on the 
trembling palms and _ quivering 
bottoms of recalcitrant schoolgirls in 
Scotland. Then there is the 40 year 
old lady P.E. teacher in Kent who 
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plaat 


It may well be that, after 
perusing the letters section in 
BLUSHES or other spanking 


magazines, you have been motivated 
to put pen to paper to share your 
memories, opinions and fantasies 
with fellow readers. You’ve looked 
forward to seeing your letter in print 
and rushed your envelope to the post 
box... only for your efforts to go 
unacknowledged and unpublished 
without any indication why ‘your 
work was not suitable. 

BLUSHES obviously cannot 
publish every letter received, but 
admits she likes to spank and cane 
young men; and the husband and 
wife team who offer a disciplinary 
service to both sexes in Central 
London. But, above all, Hotten is 
interested in you, our readers. So, 
from this issue onwards, BLUSHES 
is pleased to announce a unique 
service to readers interested in 
contributing to the magazine. 


this does not mean that we are not 
grateful to everyone who has taken 
the trouble to correspond. Some 
letters are unsuitable for publication 
because the content is not sufficient- 
ly attuned to the interest of 
BLUSHES’ readership and yet the 
writer has clearly got a good letter in 
him or her, needing only some 
guidance on subject matter and 
perhaps a little reshaping of the final 
article. At the same time, many 
readers may wish to contribute but 
lack the skill to organise their 
thoughts on paper. BLUSHES 
believes that the silent majority have 
valid spanking experiences to share 
with us and should be given a 
hearing. Hotten will remedy these 
problems. 

To avail yourself of this service, 
address your letter to Hotten and 
include an address to which your 
correspondence may be sent (accom- 
modation address acceptable) or 


your telephone number. He’ll 
acknowledge receipt of your letter, 
seek your agreement to any changes 
needed and, if the letter is not 
usable, give you guidance on 
composing a more suitable letter. If 
you have an interesting spanking 
experience to relate but don’t know 
where to begin describing it, 
BLUSHES’ researcher will help by 
sending you a questionnaire or, if 
you live in London/South East, by 
arranging a discreet interview. You 
talk, he takes notes and asks 
questions and later translates your 
interview into a reader's letter which 
can be submitted to you for final 
approval. We hope this will lead to a 
greater range of published view- 
points and a greater authenticity in 
accounts of corporal punishment 
witnessed and experienced, making 
BLUSHES’ letters pages essential 
for the student of contemporary 
chastisement. 

Those of our readers who can 
only contribute anonymously are 
still most welcome, but if you do 
wish to take advantage of this 
service, please address your letter or 
enquiries to: John Hotten Esq., 
Research Department, BLUSHES at 
the usual editorial address. 


Here are some letters that John 
Hotten has already elicited from 
BLUSHES readers, with his 
comments intended for the Editor’s 
eyes only which lend the letters that 
final ring of authenticity. 


A very cheeky letter this. I know 
the writer quite well, he’s absolutely 
crazy about BLUSHES. Should 
generate some feedback from other 
BLUSHES readers, I think, who 
probably all have their own highly 
idiosyncratic ways of assessing a 
girl’s spankability etc. Do you think 
he’s a bit too severe on the girls, 
though? I put this to him but he was 
unrepentant, arguing that a bottom 
caned is a bottom wealed, as far as 
he is concerned! 


Dear Editor, 

I don't know how the two delect- 
able schoolgirls on the cover of 
BLUSHES 8 would fare in an I.Q. 
test, but on my scale of reckoning 
they score top marks! Who can 
doubt that they had the highest $.Q 
in their school? I refer, of course, to 
‘spankability quotient’. I suspect 
that the majority of BLUSHES 
readers assess a girl's spankability 
quotient in relation to the nubile 
contours of her hips, as with the girl 
reclining on the wall; indeed, both 
lovelies had gorgeous hips as we saw 
in the outstanding photo sequence 
inside, ideal hips for going over a 
tutor’s knee for an _ explosive 
spanking. However, let us not over- 


look prettiness of facial features as a 
contributing factor in a girl’s spank- 
ability quotient. My theory (a bit dis- 
criminatory, I must agree) is that: 
the more beautiful a girl is, the 
harder she should be spanked! Do 
any BLUSHES readers agree? 

There is another school of 
thought that would argue that the 
more innocent and vulnerable the 
schoolgirl looks, the more severe 
should be her  chastisement. 
According to this system, of which I 
would also claim to be an adherent, 
the meltingly doe-eyed look of the 
girl on the left on page 62 of 
BLUSHES 8 would automatically 
equate with a sizzling rear — and 
that’s the kind of arithmetic 
BLUSHES readers like! 

Should less delicately pro- 
portioned girls be downhearted 
about their low — spankability 
quotients, then? Not a bit of it. For 
the broader the bottom and the fatter 
the thighs, the higher the girl’s 
W.Q. — you guessed it, whippability 
quotient! Heavy-framed girls may 
not appeal for over-the-knee treat- 
ment, but the tight bottom-cheeks of 
a girl with high spankability quotient 
like the one doing the handstand on 
page 31 offer a less rewarding target 
to a whippy length of malacca or 
rattan than those of .a girl with a 
capacious derriere like the one on 
page 44 of BLUSHES 7. You can 
almost feel how her bottom could 
absorb the most energetic cane- 
whipping a disciplinarian could 
tender. 

Following, as one tends to do, an 
endless number of female posteriors 
clad in skin-tight jeans along 
London’s Oxford Street, one must 
conclude that most girls either have 
high spankability quotient and low 
whippability quotient or high whipp- 
ability quotient and low spankability 
quotient; congratulations to 
BLUSHES on outstripping (no pun 
intended!) your competitors by 
photographing a number of girls 
with stunningly high scores on both 
spankability and whippability! If any 
of your readers are prone to scoff at 
this claim, I would refer their pains- 
taking (pun intended, this time) 
scrutiny to the attractively wealed 
bottom of the girl on page 12 of 
BLUSHES SUPPLEMENT 2. Here is 
a girl so pretty and so... so 
PERTURBABLE... that she exudes 
an aura of magnetic spankability, 
and yet as page 12 proves, this is 
allied to a rather substantial canvas 
for painting weals with a cane. This, 
dear Editor, is causing much 
confusion in the minds of assessors 
of BLUSHES’ girls’ spankability and 
whippability quotients! Having 
discussed this problem with other 
admirers of your magazine, may I 
suggest to readers a few out of a 


possible series of tests for settling 
the question? This might even help 
you decide which punishments to 
impose on your models! 


1—Examine the girl in her knickers: 
are they navy blue gym interlock 
cotton schoolgirl knickers with 
elasticated top and legs and 
double panel gusset, preferably 
Montfort or Cherub make? If 
they are, award the girl 25% for 
spankability quotient, on the 
grounds of innocent good taste. 
But if they are nylon bikini 
panties, award her 30% for 
whippability quotient, on the 
grounds that they offer less 
protection from the bite of the 
cane anyway. Panties bearing 
cheeky written messages earn 
another 5% for being unladylike. 


2- How fully do the buttocks swell 
the knickers? Does flesh spill out 
the edges of the elastic? If so, 
add 20% to her whippability 
quotient; after all, a spanking 
would be wasted on all those 
layers of flab. But if she has a 
tight, trim bottom, add 25% to 
her spankability quotient: a little 
spanking goes a long way on a 
cute little bottom. 


3- How pretty are her features? 
The prettier she is, the higher 
her spankability quotient. I will 
leave the exact percentage up to 
your judgement of the girl under 
scrutiny, but be generous in 
awarding her percentage. As 
they say, you have to be cruel to 
be kind, and the higher the 
spankability rating you give, the 
less likely she is to end up 
howling under remorseless cuts 
of a crook-handled punishment 
cane. We don’t want to be cruel, 
do we? And the girl might even 
prove ‘grateful’ for such lenient 
treatment, if you're lucky 
If the girl has a face like the back 
of a bus, though, or the de- 
meanour of a militant feminist, | 
strongly recommend a very high 
whippability rating. Downright 
ugly girls (not that we’ve ever 
seen any in BLUSHES) should be 
caned with especial severity, of 
course; after all, what have you 
got to lose? 


4-— Strip the girl naked and make her 
touch her toes. Does the breadth 
of her bottom, viewed straight 
on, obscure sight of her breasts? 
If so, add marks to her whipp- 
ability quotient (and to her fat 
rump please — well, its’s asking 
for it). 


5— Give her a few exploratory 
swipes with the cane on the bare 
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Dear Sir, 

How good of you to respond so 
quickly and in such a well bottomed- 
out way to my Request for a feature 
on girls in punishment shorts. I 
admit that I bought Supplement 
No. 2 on the strength of the cover 
photo alone: that wonderful slothful 
slumberous bottom was so tempting 
in freshly laundered shorts that were 
so evidently thin! (Is it true that, in 
some boarding-schools, the girls 
selected for a beating had to pay out 


of their pocket money for the 
laundering of hired whipping 
drawers?) 


In the captions you ask me some 
saucy questions and I will work in 
the answers with a technical point or 
two; but first a point of criticism. The 
shorts are too short! I said that they 
must cover the whole bottom and at 
least two inches of thigh and perhaps 
I should have made it clear that, in 
this matter, we do not measure from 
the apex of the crotch of a standing 
girl but from the crease position of a 
well bent one. The crease is where 
the under-bottom meets the thigh 
and is not to be confused with the 
vertical cleavage which is generally 
called the crack or the bum crack. 
(Hence crack-strap to protect the 
private parts in a straddled 
birching). To save a lot of words I 
enclose a quick sketch based on the 
illustration at the top of page 24 — 
which I hope you will print along- 
side. This shows my preferred leg 
length for punishment shorts and, to 
avoid the vulgarity of an arrow 
pointing in an indiscreet way I have 
drawn the door handles opposite to 
the area of the crease. I say area of 
because the crease itself is almost 
smoothed out in a well bent girl. 

A phenomenon to be noted in 
both pictures is the little arch of 
cotton pulled up from the thigh at 
the centre of the back hem. This is 
inevitable in shorts that do not have 
side lacing. Some people regret this 
hem-arch as spoiling the effect but, 
if the shorts are of suitable length, I 
personally find the effect both 
enchanting and useful. The thighs 
are seen to go enjoyable into the 
shorts — they don’t look just painted 
on — and, functionally they can be 
used as convenient finger grips for a 
final downward pull when the girl is 
bent. (A detail in passing: my 
picture shows a ring sewn into the 
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waistband for a good upward pull 
prior to bending.) 

So let us welcome therefore that 
little deformation of a snuggly fitting 
pair of shorts, but so design the 
garment that it occurs lower on the 
thigh. It is, after all, the proof of the 
tension in the cotton, the tell-tale of 
tightness, the signal that the flesh is 
firmly held and that the buttocks are 
expectant of the cane! 

But let us also insist that the 
crease area is free of visual interrup- 
tion. It is there, where under-bottom 
merges to thigh, while the central 
seam slyly passes underneath, that 
we sense a natural point of focus in 
the presentation of a recalcitrant 
bottom. Lower the arch! Smoothe 


ithe crease — and a new area invites 


— and will surely be given — the 
cane! 

In the 19th century, punishment 
shorts, such as the whipping 
drawers in ‘Nell of Bridewell’, were 
longer still and lashes were allow- 
able ‘anywhere on the cloth’. But in 
answer to your question I personally 
find it inappropriate to cane or whip 
the thighs although the upper 
thighs, are eminently birchable. 
Certainly it is recorded that, for the 
prolonged birching of females in 
both Germany and Russia, the 
strokes were alternately given to 
both bottom and thighs. (Birching is 
of course always given ‘on the bare’ 
— and therefore lies outside our 
present theme). 

You ask about the upper nudity 
so evident in your pictures, and it is 
of course a paradox that the very 
part of the body that is to be 
thrashed is the part that is covered. 
That, however, is good stage 
management: it increases the 
emphasis on the bottom, for both 
spectator and culprit, if the shorts 
are the only clothing on. I note with 
approval the bare feet. A girl should 
be made overwhelmingly ‘bottom- 
conscious’ when being prepared. 
(Again, it is outside our present 
theme, but the opposite convention 
is also effective — as in Victorian 
girls’ schools when the girls to be 
punished wore their most elaborate 
Sunday dresses with only their 
bottoms bared for all to see!) 

As for ‘peeling down the shorts 
after the whipping for the weals to 
be examined’, this is of course a very 
usual practice. Indeed, I have read 


of one institution, admittedly for 
boys, where the culprit himself had 
to lower his shorts for a ‘medical’ 
after every third stroke — and then 
to readjust them and resume 
position. This would be a good 
discipline for Sandra and her delin- 
quent friend and fascinating to 
watch! 

You ask about the number of 
strokes. Shall we say twelve for the 
blonde — with four presentations of 
her punished bottom — and 
eighteen strokes for the brunette 
who, by this ritual, will have to strip 
down six times. I give the ‘other girl’ 
the more because of the point you 
make so perceptively: she has that 
look of a girl from an institution, put 
upon but plucky, who is hardened to 
the cane and to watching others get 
it. 

This is course relates to your 
question as to whether the ‘next-in- 
line’ should indeed be forced to 
watch, or wait outside — listening. 
In my sketch the door is open 
because I envisaged six more 
teenagers outside with their delect- 
ably plump bottoms in skin tight 
shorts — listening to the music of it 
until their turn comes. 

On the other hand, although 
making them watch allows them to 
watch you, it has to be said that it is 
interesting to alternate one’s 
scrutiny of a girl-bum being whipped 
with a study of the face of the girl 
who is to be the next over the trestle. 
Perhaps the sight and sound of the 
first girl will make the second rebel 
— just as I think your blonde girl 
(waiting in the top photos 
of page 23) will rebel when ordered 
forward for her second dose. 

Rebellion must of course lead to 
additional punishment — as must 
undue struggling. But whether, as 
your last question suggests, this 
should be solely by extra strokes is a 
matter open to discussion. Although 
I am a believer in punishment 
shorts, breeches or drawers, there is 
something very touching in seeing 
them forcibly removed! I am afraid 
Mr Editor that if that reformatory 
girl on page 25 reaches up off the 
trestle again, there will have to be a 
final peeling down so that the 
strokes outstanding, doubled in 
number, can be given on the bare. 

G.P. Hants 
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buttocks. Does she merely 
whimper? Then add marks to her 
spankability quotient on the 
grounds of good behaviour. Does 
she scream and protest vigor- 
ously? Then add marks — say 
35% — to her whippability 
quotient and immediately 
proceed to give her the soundest 
cane-whipping she’s had in her 
whole seventeen or so years. 
that will give her something 
worth complaining about! 


Of course, the possible permuta- 
tions are endless. Perhaps 
BLUSHES readers would like to 
suggest further tests for determining 
the most appropriate way of discip- 
lining each errant girl who’s earned 
a good hiding. Do any readers feel, 
for instance, that virgins-need only 
receive a conscientious spanking, 
whereas wanton tarts deserve 
nothing less than the cane giving 
hell to their backsides? In any event, 
when your tests are complete, you 
need only total the relevant per- 
centages to decide which discip- 
linary method will best provide the 
means to an end — the girl’s end, 
that is. 

So, dear Editor, if you ever need 
a professional spankability or whipp- 
ability quotient assessor, feel free to 
call on my services. Of course, less 
professional assessors may find that 
the percentage points they have 
awarded to the modern teenage Miss 
add up to more than 100, but not to 
worry; that only provides a good 
excuse to slap and swish those girly 
bums even harder! 

Congratulations, finally, on the 
world’s finest scenes of schoolgirl 
discipline. BLUSHES was long 
overdue in a jaded field: VIVA 
BLUSHES! 

Your loyal reader 

J.M., London 


Don’t know if you can use this 
one. I’ve spoken to the writer who’s 
genuinely fascinated by schoolgirl 
spanking but hasn’t told us anything 
here we couldn’t have guessed. He’s 
promised to write a much more 
detailed letter next time. 


Dear Sir, 

I would be most pleased to write 
some stories for your magazine. I 
have written quite a few spanking 
stories for a few people and they 
have requested me to write some 
more for them, so they must be fairly 
good. I love to spank or cane a 
nice young round bottom. I have just 
watched five girls walk past me...I 
wonder if they were wearing navy 
blue school knickers underneath? 

I very often fantasise about 
girls in school uniforms being 
placed across my lap for some hand 
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spanking on their knickered 
bottoms, followed by me making 
them stand facing me with their 
skirts raised above their waists 
whilst I slide their knickers down to 
their ankles, then place them over 
my lap once more for some bare 
bottom spanking. Then I would order 
them to strip all their clothes off, 
bend over a stool where I would then 
give them a good session of my 
tawse making their bums very red 
and sore. 

I also like them in very tight 
shorts for lots of fondling and 
spanking! Bye for now. 

M.M., Dorset 


You might find this one quite 
amusing but it’s also factual — I’ve 
seen the original letter and the photo 
of the lady’s lovely bare bottom, 
passed to me by the writer. I’ve just 
contacted the lady to see if she’s be 
interested in modelling her peachy 
bum in the magazine and she’s 
going to let me know. 


Dear Blushes, 

England is often referred to as 
the natural home of corporal punish- 
ment and is likely to remain so if the 
‘bring back the birch’ pronounce- 
ments of two Tory M.P.’s following 
the football hooliganism perpetrated 
by Millwall fans recently are any 
guide. And it seems that a lot of 
people make a living out of spanking 
and caning: the staff and contri- 
butors of the many _ spanking 
magazines, the professional ladies 
who specialise in correction, and the 
freelance raconteurs. Would fellow 
enthusiasts be interested to know 
how this last group operate? I 
recently answered an ad in a contact 
magazine which was worded to 
attract the attention of those 
intrigued by schoolgirl discipline. 
Within a couple of weeks, I received 
a letter (and photograph) from which 
verbatim extracts appear below and 
which is particularly interesting as 
regards the economics of schoolgirl 
discipline. Despite the writer’s claim 
not to be running a_ business, 
BLUSHES may well wonder how 
much money she is making and, 
indeed, how many amateurs are 
supplementing their incomes from 
spanking and caning in this way — 
this without even mentioning those 
cane manufacturers and/or 
suppliers like the Bognor Cane 
Company of Bornor Regis or Mr P 
Whitaker of Suite 8, Royal House, 
Sovereign Street, Leeds LS1 4BJ 
whose ads for ‘Crook handle school 
rods £2.75 each or 3 for £7.00 p&p 
included’ have been appearing in 
magazines lately. 


Quote from the afore-mentioned 
letter: 


‘Iam very interested to hear from 
others who like the spanking and 
caning scene, especially on bare 
bums! I have sessions with my friend 
*** who is often my schoolmaster 
He also has other naughty girls over 
for sessions, so, needless to say. lots 
of naughty girls have been bending 
in all sorts of positions, some caned 
on their navy knickers, others with 
them down to their knees are 
spanked and caned on their bare 
botties. I can tell you, I’ve had my 
bare behind well caned and I would 
love to secretly tell you about it in 
every detail and let you see photos to 
prove it. My schoolmaster is very 
strict and makes me bend over the 
chair or kneel on the floor so that my 
pink bottom is well presented to him 
Then he gets out one of his canes 
and puts some stripes across my 
bare bum! OOOHH, how it stings! ! 

I am hoping to do at least one 
session a month with *** (more if I 
can afford it) and I am looking for a 
few other people who are interested 
in this scene so that I can tell you all 
about it and send you some exciting 
photos. I have no intention of 
running a business, so any money 
you send for photos will pay for the 
processing and help to buy school 
clothing and new props for scene 
sets and also give a little in expenses 
for any other naughty girls who get a 
discipline session. I can do sets of 10 
photos and a nice naughty letter 
from £4 (black and white). Reduc- 
tions on full sessions (30 to 40 
photos), some colour available on 
request. © 

Many of my regular pen friends 
contribute a few pounds a month 
This way we are able to keep in 
contact and I can send them letters 
and photos of all the latest esca- 
pades. This slao helps me to know 
how much I can spend on each 
session. From five pen friends that 
I have at the moment, I receive £3 
from one, £5 each from two others, 
and £10 each from the other two, but 
at the moment I seem to be spending 
out more than I get in! I have just 
bought some new school wear, and 
we had a couple of new girls over 
and I had to pay some expenses, so 
I’m hoping for a few extra friends to 
join in the fun and make the sessions 
more exciting with the extra money 
to spend on them. I badly need some 
new school knickers! ! 

P.S. Enclosed — photo of me 
just after my navy knickers were 
pulled down, ready for a good bare 
bottom caning! Love, ***” 

So, there you are! What do you 
think of that? And how many per- 
fectly respectable-looking house- 
wives throughout England are 
topping up the housekeeping money 
by doing the same? Perhaps 
BLUSHES should do a special report 


on the ‘Scandal of the Schoolgirl 
Housewives’ — with lots of photos, 
of course. Best of luck to your fine 
publication. 

John, London 


A superb letter from Sweden, 
this one. Apparently genuine too, as 
a lady friend of mine has corres- 
ponded with Lena a number of times 
at the published address. I’m quite 
interested in the reference to hair- 
pulling as a forerunner to beating — 
perhaps we could see this quite 
natural domestic disciplinary scene 
in a future photo sequence. There’s 
a brilliant amateur drawing of Lena 
using the carpet beater on her prone, 
bare bottomed daughter. Should we 
reproduce it, do you think? Anyway, 
excellent to have some information 
about Swedish discipline! 

P.S. Let’s leave it in its original 
charmingly broken English. 


Dear Sir, 

Excuse for my not so good 
English but I hope you understand 
most of the letter. I believe in 
corporal punishment for naughty 
children. I am a mother to two girls 
and when they are naughty or 
misbehave they get punished at 
home. In Sweden corporal punish- 
ment for children is forbidden since 
1979, but I don’t care about that and 
I know there are many parents in 
Sweden using corporal punishment 
whatever the law say. 

It is most I who spank our 
daughters when they should have it. 
I do not use a cane like in your 
homes. I have never had a cane and 
here in Sweden I think that it is 
difficult to get one. I use what we call 
‘Rottingen’ when I spank my 
children. ‘Rottingen’ is a carpet 
beater that we use to clean our 
carpets with and it is usually used in 
many homes. It is made of rattan and 
you could buy it in stores and so. It is 
about 1 to 1.10 meters long and | 
think that it sting a lot when you give 
a spanking with it, you certainly can 
hear when the girls cried and shout 
when I give it to them. 

When my girls, some one of 
them, have been naughty, she had to 
go to the children’s room and I get 
‘Rottingen’ from the cupboard in the 
kitchen where I have it. Then I go to 
the girls’ room and then the girl who 
has been naughty have her hair 
pulled and I told her to undress. So 
she had to take her jeans or skirt off 
and also take her knickers off or 
undress completely naked: 

Then the girl is told to lay on her 
bed on her stomach and then I stand 
by the bed and spank the girl on her 
bare bottom regularly! And I can 
told you the girl crying and 
screaming when she got it! In person 
I think ‘Rottingen’ is very good to 


use to spanking children with. It is 


easy to use ‘Rottingen’ and I 
promise that it give a sore bottom to 
the girl. 


Yes, I do agree that the best 
place for children to be birched, 
caned or so is on the bottom. I favour 
the bare bottom when I punish my 
children. I think that girls also 
should be punished on their bare 
bottom. I also ignore sobbing and 
cries when I spank my daughters. In 
person I use to give my children 
about 30-35 slaps with it in their bare 
bottom when they get ‘Rottingen’. 
And after they had red marks around 
the whole bottom! 

In my home corporal punishment 
is used when the children are 
naughty, disobey, don’t come home 
in time, break things (clothes and 
so!), misbehaving and other things. 
My girls use to get ‘Rottingen’ 
nearly every week for something 
they had done. Sometimes spanking 
is used one to three times a week, 
some weeks not at all. It depends on 
the children themselves of course. It 
is not fun to give them that but 
necessary. But I think it is only good 
to give children a good spanking 
when it is necessary. I hope that 
more mothers than I do this, in your 
country too? 

At summer when the children 
have summer vacations from school, 
we live out in our summer-residence 
and if the girls are naughty and so 
there, they or the one of them who 
has been naughty had to go with me 
on their room and have trousers and 
knickers down or off completely and 
lay over my knees and have a 
soundly spanking on the bare bottom 
with a birch! And I can tell you when 
the girls get that they cried a lot. 

I used ‘Rottingen’ yesterday 
when my youngest girl had been 
naughty and she got a really good 
spanking with it on her bare bottom 
yesterday afternoon! 

I don’t think BLUSHES is 
available in Sweden and if it is I 
think it is rather expensive. You 
could publish my name and address 
in the magazine, perhaps someone 
will write to me about c.p. when they 
read it. You have my address here: 
Mrs Lena Johansson, Riktargatan 
62B, 64400 Torshalla, Sverige. 


Many greetings from 
Lena J. 


This letter is absolutely true, for 
what it’s worth. The gentleman has 
an enviable collection of spanking 
magazines but a less enviable 
collection of spanking experiences. 
However, as he’s seventy [and I 
have spoken to him and do believe 
him], he must have been at school in 
the 20’s when the cane flourished in 
British schools. I’ve asked him to 


recall any canings he witnessed or 


underwent. Anyway, how many 
BLUSHES readers are in their 
seventies? 
Dear Editor, 


I go for BLUSHES, which is a 
very good issue. I also go tor 
drawings, in fact I go for most 
drawings of C.P., the more explicit 
the better, and with drawings they 
go further than they do with photo- 
graphs, I notice. I have thousands of 
loose cuttings, all of good stuff, 
bottoms, scanty knickers, etc., the 
result of the cannibalisation of a very 
large number of men’s magazines, a 
step I had to take because of space 
problems. But I have never canni- 
balised a C.P. magazine, all are 
complete as bought! Among my 
favourites is 


a magazine issue 
entirely composed of ‘Wicked 
Wanda’ drawings. I got that in 


London years ago, from a bookstall 
outside Victoria Station in the same 
road as Victorja Coach Station. I 
don’t think that particular magazine 
ever got to the provinces. I’ve never 
seen another copy, anyway. There’s 
a certain amount of C.P. in Wicked 
Wanda and drawihgs of lots of nice 
bottoms in and out of brief knickers! 

As to my age, I am seventy (70). 
I’m glad I’ve reached there but I 
don’t like being there, if you get 
what I mean. Personal experience of 
C.P., not much. Opportunity would 
be a great thing. Willing women are 
about as scarce as hens’ teeth. I did 
have one a few years ago, a much 
younger woman who'd been a friend 
of mind for years, a bisexual female. 
She claimed to be gay but I know for 
certain that she was bisexual. She 
shook me one evening (she used to 
stay with me at times) by asking to 
be tied up and beaten. So I did, first 
of all doing what I’ve wanted to do 
for years — shave off her pubic hair. 
I detest female pubic hair. The girls 
who pose nude with masses of hair 
there might as well keep their 
knickers on! She didn’t mind and I, 
of course, had splendid ultra close- 
up views of her orifices and left not a 
hair in sight near either of them!! I 
really enjoyed that. 

Then she had a walloping, tied 
face down over a coffee table. She 
took it in silence and seemed to enjoy 
it. I know it turned her on sexually 
She had a really wet pussy, all right. 
Incidentally, I have never had sex 
with her. At that time I thought she 
was gay. It was later on that I 
discovered that she was bisexual. 
Anyhow, I regret to say that a little 
later on she said that she’d like to 
return to our former relationship, 
just being the very good friends we'd 
always been, so bang went a lot of 
lustful plans I had in mind for the 
future!! That’s life, ain’t it!! 

Dave, Gloucester 
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